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NOW Sulfur-8 Does Even More! Helps Both 
Condition Your Scalp and 


Bring Out New Hair Beauty 





“ ee 


Enriched Sulfur-8 Has Extra Power to 


Build Up the Glory of a 


Gorgeous Head of Hair 


With Soft Radiance and Luxuriously 
Longer, Richer, Healthier Appearance 


It’s thrilling to see what hap- 
pens when you bless your hair 
with the beautifying benefits 
of Sulfur-8! 


In a short time your poor dried 
out hair begins to look glori- 
ously fuller, smoother and 
longer, and feel so soft and rich. 
It’s wonderful to realize that at 
last your hair is being given a 
chance to reveal its true natural 
length — glowing with that 
deep, healthy-looking lustre. 


Works Like Magic 
Sulfur-8 can do so much because 
it goes right to work on certain 
conditions that may hold your 
hair back from developing its 
full beauty. Watch out for those 
conditions! For example, your 


hair may seem hopelessly dull 
and dead-looking, or feel stiff 
and ‘‘difficult”, when it is 
parched or oil-starved. 


Hair Too Short? 


It may be so 
measly-looking 
and shorter than 
you would nor- 
mally enjoy, 
simply because 
those brittle-dry 
strands keep 
cracking off. Frizzy split ends 
also make it seem shorter. 





See what a big, wonderful dif- 
ference Sulfur-8 can make! Dis- 
cover the beauty building secret 
of that advanced formula with 
the new soft-texture feature. 





Advanced formula with medicated 
action works two ways: Benefits 
the scalp as it beautifies the hair 


In the short time since 
Sulfur-8 was brought out, 
millions of jars have been 
sold! It became so famous 
so fast because people 
actually saw what that 
unusual sulfur-lanolin for- 
mula could do. 


Today that great formula 
is even greater! Sulfur-8 is 
now enriched to do even 
more for your hair and the 
scalp behind it. 


Strengthened Scalp Action 





Wonderful things happen 
when you use Sulfur-8 as 
directed and give that 
advanced formula a real 
chance to work on your 
scalp. Notice how that 
vitalizing stimulation 
makes your scalp feel more 
alive and healthy. 


Fights Germs. The remark- 
able new antiseptic com- 
bats the menace of surface 
scalp germs that often ag- 
gravate infections, and the 
itching distress of scalp 
troubles is quickly relieved. 


Sulfur-8 clears away dan- 
druff scales and actually 
fights. off the very germs 
(p.Ovale) that many ex- 
perts say are a cause of in- 
fectious dandruff. It does 
so much to supplement 
your natural scalp oils that 
you can see the difference 
very soon. Watch your 
scalp thrive on Sulfur-8! 





The Sulfur-8 “NEWS” 


“Plus” features now en- 
hance the power of the 
famous sulfur formula: 
NEW Germ-Fighting Power 
NEW Scalp Invigoration 
NEW Pleasant Fragrance 
NEW Anti-Dandruff Action 
NEW Lighter Softness 

NEW Scalp Itch Relief 

NEW Help in Healing 











A SCIENTIFIC ACHIEVEMENT 
New Sulfur Works Wonders 


Great medical experts all 
over the world have seen 
the wonders worked by 
sulfur on 
hair and 
scalp prob- 
lems. Now 
science has 
brought out 
the very . 
strength of sulfur in a form 
that does much more than 
any ordinary sulfur ever 
could do. This remarkable 
“super-sulfur” is part of 
the great Sulfur-8 formula. 





Like a Doctor’s Prescription 
for the hair and scalp, 
Sulfur-8 is a combination 
of proven active ingredi- 
ents, including a great new 
antiseptic as well as that 
rare special sulfur. 

Only Sulfur-8 gives you 
that great special formula! 





Now at the Drug Store 


Advanced medicated Formu/g SS = 
SULFUR-8 Uf 


HAIR AND SCALP CONDITIONER 


Also { GLOSS-8 - The Pressing Oil for superior results 
Use | SULFUR-8 SHAMPOO - There's just nothing better! 
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If You Had Mailed This Cou 
| LASTMONTH- j===. 
7 You'd Be Playing |) === = 
ut | Real Music TODAY! : " co — =" 
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W en- BUT IT'S NOT TOO LATE TO JOIN THE THOUSANDS WHO HAVE 


f the! | TAUGHT THEMSELVES THIS QUICK, EASY INEXPENSIVE WAY! 





THOUSANDS NOW PLAY 
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+2230 MAGIC TOUCH 
= Be this slinky —, 


injoy the mag 
rosobe beh allure! Fabu- 
| & lous 2-tone styling creates ut- 
terly caching slimness with 
light front panel enclosed by 


ally eat up the inches! Italian 
cowl neck deep V back 
Exquisite rayon and acetate 


crepe. Brown and gold. Black 
and white. Sizes 10 to 18. 
$15.98 


222131 CLINGING VINE 
This stunning sheath in curve- 
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=570 TROPIC TORCH 
Tantalizing mandarin Oriental = 
of rayon and acetate crepe. Daring 
vent at hem and mandarin collar 
trimmed with oriental braid. Jet Black, 
Chinese White, Singapore Red. Sizes 
5 to 15 of 10 to 18. $13.98 















<s HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF. 





#2131 @ $19.98 Size ___ 1st color ____2nd___ 

#570 @ $13.98 Size___1st color ____.2nd __._ 

#2230 @ $15.98 Size __ 1st color _____2nd___ 
| enclose payment () Send C.0.D. 

Name 

Address 3 — 

City Zone __ State 


EVERY PENNY BACK IF NOT DELIGHTED 



















TAN VOL. Vil, NO. 4 


FEBRUARY, 1957 
JOHN H. JOHNSON 
Editor and Publisher 


BEN BYRD 
Art Editor 


LOUIE ROBINSON 
Managing Editor 


WILLIE E. MILES 
Agency Manager 


FREDA DE KNIGHT SYLVESTRE C. WATKINS 


Home Service Director Circulation Director 


ARIEL STRONG 


Production Assistant 


ADVERTISING MANAGERS 


LE ROY JEFFRIES 
Midwest 


LOUIS R. JOHNSON 


Western 


WILLIAM P. GRAYSON 


Eastern 


| x STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 


| aoe. a ee = nthly 
| 


| sons or business firms sy all stoi gee are not actual ‘and all “names 
| Photos are of models who are not ac 


nn ETT ET CTE ER TTT CCT OTe 16 
es ee eer ee er ere rt ae 20 
i 6 xs ba ON oie eR Ee eRe Ree ee ous 26 
66d 6 ins acne cae eae ae ae ee eee ee ee 28 
66k Gos ds 0 os kW ESS TREN ES Ce ee NS 36 
i SS 5 on ont CREST OOOO SENSO SES SO eu 38 
yy SPECIAL FEATURES 
What Every Girl Should Know About Love.................. 10 
The Billy Eckstine-Carolle Drake Love Story................ 22 
The English Lady And The African Prince.................. 32 
y¢ DEPARTMENTS 
ee ee ee eee ee ee 6 
COC CCL OCTET EC TUE OTT 7] 
Eee eee TC ee ee ee ee 8 
6 0k te ewe oh oe RE By Frances Jackson 12 
Hollywood To Harlem.................... By Margo Hughes 13 | 
ee By James Goodrich 15 
ET Se ee eee Tee By Jane Walters 4% 


Child Care: Your Child’s Manners. .. .By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 49 


HOME SERVICE MAGAZINE 


ia G i's wap KOK be SEN ESR ee aes 4] 
Ns oso v's HU eee neha aoe noes 42 
ee UID, . 6. . oo ceceened ee se nw eeenes oes + 
CE... .cvvebsenduaue hoes e804 06 <0 46 | 


Cover Photo Of Olive Cantu By David Jackson 


»y Johnson nie amgger ras) Co., Inc., 1820 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago 16, Illinois. New Yor’ 
at 1 127 — shire Boulevard. Entered as second class matter at P — ame 
. contents copyright 1957 by Johnson Publishing Co., In 
duction in whole or part — hibited w ithe put permis: ~eme o> “manuscripts submitted should be accompan nied. by ‘self- C--adrenead 
envelopes and return postage. The lity for return of ipts. Names of per 
of people, ia of aeacale persons, are purely coincidental. 
tually involved in any of the stories. SUBS S: 1 year (12 issues) $3. 2 years 
. Canada and Pan-American countries $4 a year. Other foreign mse $5 a year. Single copies 25 cents each. 


by 
42nd Street. Los Angeles offices 








(24 issues) $5 






















~—s = ot ae wm 6 


Qa wean ewan 432064 


ea 


s+ O< @ 


3p os. 


0. 4 
1957 
D 
LES 
ger 
SON 
16 
20 
26 
28 
36 
38 
10 
22 
32 
6 
7 
8 
n 12 
os 13 
h 15 
rs «= 48 
y 49 
4] 
42 
M4 
46 
a 


ale = 





MAKE *15°° A DAY AND MORE! 


Learn practical nursing at 
home in 12 short weeks 





oS gts, “ 
ec : 


A BiG STEADY INCOME 
IMMEDIATELY! 


THIS Is THE HOME STUDY COURSE THAT Will Change Your Whole Life! 


YES, YOU CAN BE A PROFESSIONAL NURSE. You can earn the 
respect of everyone you know by helping those.who urgently need 
your help. WHAT OUR GRADUATES SAY: 
ALL THE REWARDS OF NURSING CAN BE YOURS. You can get out of 
your present rut and be completely independent. Select the very 
you want from the hundreds offered to you . . . work part or 
full time without interfering with your present home or social activi- 
ties . . . work in hospitals, clinics, doctor’s offices, convalescent 
homes, private duty. Specialize as you like . . . infant cases, hos- 
pital nursing, or travel with your patient all over the world. 


IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can begin to earn as 
much as $20.00 a day and you need never worry about being “laid 
off.” Never before was there such a crying need for nurses. Today 
300,000 requests remain unfilled. Hospitals, convalescent homes, 
and doctors are begging for our graduates. No high school education 
is required for this complete nursing course. In fact many of our 
successful graduates, now earning top professional pay, have never 
even finished grammar school. If you are sincere and love people 
you have all the qualifications. 

DO NOT LET AGE PREVENT YOU from realizing your fondest 
dreams. Students from 16 to 65 have successfully completed this 
doctors’ approved course. 

IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can be graduated and 
wear with pride your crisp white professional nurses uniform. Fam- 
ily and friends will respect your shining silver graduation pin and 
your highly prized diploma from the nation’s outstanding profes- 
sional training school. 

STUDY AS SLOW OR AS FAST AS YOU WISH. Some of our students 
study on and off in their spare time. If you are anxious to begin 
your nursing career, you can complete the course in just 12 weeks. 
Or if you have had any previous training, you can graduate in 30 
to 60 days. 

BUT THE IMPORTANT THING IS to get free complete information 
right now. There is no cost or obligation. We will send you, as we 
have thousands of other ambitious women, a FREE sample lesson 
and a FREE nursing booklet. Clip the coupon at the right and mail 
right now. Your FREE a will reach you by return mail. 










POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF NURSING, 
17L27 Auditorium Bidg., Chicago 5, Ill. 


Send me, without obligation, your FREE 16-page sample lesson and 
FREE booklet on High-Paying Opportunities in Nursing. 








NAME 
POST GRADUATE H nose TSEMOoL OF NURSING ADDRESS 
17L27 Audi eck Bldg: Chicago 5, Hil. 
9:25 City ZONE___STATE 








tte te tt ten 


a] 


Lee 













I am stationed at Thule, Greenland and it’s 
very lonesome here. I therefore would like to 
request pen pals. I’m 21, 5’4”, fair looking 
(smiles) and would enjoy hearing from girls 
between the ages of 17-21. I will answer all 
mail immediately after receiving it. 

A/3c Kenneth Meeks 
AF-4050, Box 137 
6607th Fd. Ser. Sqd. 
APO 23, c/o P.M. 
New York, N. Y. 


I am not a lonely person, but a person who 
likes to write to lonely people. I would love 
to correspond with boys and maybe girls from 
the age of 15-20. I am 15, 5’2”, weigh 106 lbs., 
black hair, brown eyes. My hobbies are danc- 
ing, cooking, movies. My ambition is to be- 


come a singer. 
M. Lorraine Thomas 
9 South Avenue 
Beacon, N. Y. 


As a reader of the TAN magazine, I find 
myself asking a favor of a space in your mag- 
azine for printing this letter. It was sent to me 
by one of my club members who is very lonely 
and would like to correspond with some nice 
American soldiers in Japan, Germany and 
Korea. 

She is a nice, respectable young woman of 
21. Her complexion is light brown, height 
5'4”, weight 142. Her initial is L. H. 

Please don’t disappoint her, and send all 
letters to the president of the lonely club for 
deliverance, whose address is: 


Mrs. Emma Hall 


I have been reading in your magazine about 
people meeting each other. I am a lonesome 
person since my mother passed away. I am 
not married and am 38 years old. 

[ am formerly from Panama Canal Zone. I 
would like to know if you could find me a 
nice companion. I would appreciate it very 
much. 

(Miss) P. Brown 
59 MacDonough Street 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


I shall be much obliged to you if you will 
print my name and address in your TAN 
magazine. I am very happy to correspond with 
all TAN fans. I am 23 years old and am in- 
terested in reading, view cards, songs and 


traveling. a 
obert P. Das 
34-B Boon Tiong Rd. 
Singapore 3, China 


Being an ardent reader of TAN, I am hereby 
making a request for a female Pen Pal. I am 
1 Negro with light brown complexion, height 
79” tall. My age is 29 years. My hobbies in- 
clude movies, swimming, reading. I will answer 
all letters promptly. 

Basil Baird 

25 Hill St. 
Albouystown 
Georgetown Demerara 


British Guiana, S. A. 


PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


I am a very lonely person and in need of 
friends. I love receiving mail and so in hopes 
that you will print my letter. I would like to 
hear from boys and girls from all over the 
United States between the ages of 17 to 23. I 
will answer all letters received and will ac- 
company each letter I answer with a picture 
of myself if requested. 

I am twenty years old and my interests are: 
singing, piano playing (mostly classical, semi- 
classical and ballad music). I am a pianist 
myself. I also like bowling, roller skating, in- 
terpretive dancing and many other interests 
which will take up too much space to name. 

Robert Plowden 
1909 Beamer Street 
Pittsburgh 19, Pa. 


I am 16 years old, 6’4%4” tall, black hair and 
very much interested in corresponding with 
boys and girls of the same age all over the 
world. All letters will be promptly answered. 

Leroy Brown 
51 Fleet Street 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


I’m in the Navy and very lonely. I don’t 
have a girl to write to like the other fel- 
lows. They are always writing and receiving 
letters. Would you please include my name 
in your Pen Pal section? I would like to 
correspond with young ladies between the 
ages of 17-19. Here is my description: 

I am Spanish, 5/814” tall, weigh 140 lbs., 
have black wavy hair, medium brown com- 
plexion and am a professional dancer. I am 
21 years of age. 

Francisco A. M. H. Martinez 
U.S.S. Tanner ‘AGS-15 

jo F. P. O. 

New York, N. Y. 


I would like to start a correspondence with 
a young, congenial colored man. Here in 
Germany, however, I do not have an oppor- 
tunity to get acquainted with a dark pen 
pal. So I thought: “Why not write to the 
Johnson Publishing Company; they will be 
able to give me advice.” 

I am 17 years old, good looking, 5'6” 
tall and have brown eyes and dark hair. 
Everything else I would write him then per- 
sonally. He should, first of all, have a good 
character and a good education. This is 
more important than anything else. It would 
be nice if the pen pal would know a little 
German besides English. 

Waltraud Kaesbach 
Solingen-Ohligs 
Marst St. 6, Germany 


As a new reader of TAN, I wish to congratu- 
late you sincerely for your wonderful maga- 
zine. | would like to hear from boys and girls 
in the United States between the ages of 16- 
18. I am a Negro girl, 16 years old, 5’4” tall 
and weigh 135 lbs. I will gladly exchange 


photos. 
Betty Walker 
1511 Ripley St. 
Davenport, Ia. 


I’m a Cuban and interested in becoming 
a member of your Pen Pal club. I am 2 
years old, brown complexion, black eyes, 
5/10” tall. I love to write and go to the 
movies. My hobbies are: snapshots, hiking, 
swimming, collecting postcards, etc. 

I know how to write and speak two lan. 
guages: Spanish and English. That’s why 
1 would like to correspond with girls from 
the United States, Bermuda, Latin American 
countries and Canada. 

I promise to answer all letters received. 

Gilberto F. Cardenas 
307 Espada Street 
Havana, Cuba 





My friends and I are lonesome and anxious — 
to hear from some nice colored girls. We are _ 


all Negro fellows, and have been stationed 


here in Japan for over a year. We would really © 


welcome the opportunity to hear from some 
girls of our own race. We would like to get 
some letters and promise that they will be 
promptly answered. We would also like to ex- 


change photos. We hope in earnest that this 


will get some results. 
A/1C Richard Simms AF 13484070 
6924th R.S.M. Box 537 
APO 73, San Fran., Calif. 
A/1C Walter A. Jones AF 13473900 
6924th R.S.M. Box 463 
APO 73, San Fran., Calif. 
A/1C George L. Richardson AF18450656 
6924th R.S.M. Box 399 
APO 73, San Fran., Calif. 
A/3C Leroy Reaves AF12475154 
6920th Scty. Wing 
APO 73, San Fran., Calif. 


My friends and I would like to get in contact 
with pen pals from the U.S.A. We are natives 
of the Republic of Panama, and would like 


to correspond with boys and girls between the | 





ages of 15-17. We are all 16 years of age, and — 


are particularly interested in sports. All let- 
ters will be answered. 


525 

Cristobal, C. Z. 
Reno Patrick 
General Delivery 
Cristobal, C. Z. 
Wallace Reid 
Box 2784 
Cristobal, C. Z. 
Rudolph Thomas 
General Delivery 
Cristobal, C. Z. 


I am a regular reader of your excellent mag- | 


azine TAN. I am a soldier of the Jamaica 

Regiment and would like to correspond with 

women from the United States, who are in- 

terested in marriage. I am single. I would 

like mates from the ages of 25-35. I am 4 

Negro. I am 6/2” tall, weight 180 lbs. and 

possess a reasonable personality. I would like 
to exchange letters and photos. 

WS/2226 Pvt. D. C. Johnson 

A Company 

The Jamaica Regiment 

Palisadoes Comp. 

Kingston, Jam., B.W.l. 
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EDITOR 


FRANKIE’S FANS 


We have just finished reading “Too Young 
For Girls” by Frankie Lymon in your Novem- 
ber TAN. This teen-age crooner is our favorite 
rock ’n’ roll star. We’ve been to every show 
he’s appeared in here in Detroit, bought every 
record he’s made and agreed with everything 
he said and did until we read his story. As 
girls, we feel if he found girls a problem he 
didn’t have to tell the public. Girls have added 
a great portion to his popularity. When he 
does his shows, you don’t hear anything but 
irls screaming, yelling, applauding, rushing 
for autographs and just going wild over him. 
Now he waits to say bikes are more important 
than girls. We are not against him. We like 


him now as well as we did before he wrote 
this; in fact, we love him. But by this we 
don’t mean the kind of love the average teen- 
ager would express. We are not fast teen-agers. 
We go to church regularly and to dances and 
parties, and believe it or not, we won’t be 13 
until 1957. And if Frankie happens to read 
this, we hope he understands. 
Cynthia Warren 
Wendy Humphries 
Detroit, Mich. 


We have been reading TAN for quite a long 
time and especially enjoyed your special fea- 
ture, “I’m Too Young For Girls” by Frankie 
Lymon. It is rather hard to understand how 
girls can be so silly as to want part of the 
“Teen-Agers’” uniforms (or even part of the 
“Teen-Agers”) for souvenirs. We have watched 
girls wait outside their dressing room for hours 
just to touch them and it’s the most amazing 
sight. We must admit, however, that knowing 
the “Teen-Agers” is quite an experience. 

Toni and Billi 
Toledo, Ohio 


ADVICE TO PEN PALS 


I have made a number of pen pals through 
your wonderful book but sometimes you do 
not receive a reply at all and again, as A/3C 
Cain wrote, some aren’t interesting. Then, I 
have received letters without an address. So 
to those who desire pen pals, make your let- 
ters interesting, put the proper address on 
your letters and if you move, leave a forward- 
ing address. It’s a bad feeling to have a letter 
returned. Let us not let each other down and 
let’s keep our word. 

Dollie Lumpkins 
Newport News, Va. 


BRIDE’S COMPANION 


I’ve been a bride for a few weeks now. My 
husband works days. After I finished my house- 
work today I went to the drug store and got 
your new issue of TAN. I find it very inter- 
esting and it helps pass the time. I enjoy every 
page of this wonderful magazine. Keep the 
presses rolling and I, like many others, will 


continue buying. Mrs. Linda Morgan 


Detroit, Mich. 
DISLIKES MIXED MARRIAGES 


I really dislike all those stories on mixed 
marriages in TAN. Otherwise, you have a 
very nice book. You see, we want a Negro 
book. We have as many mixed as out-and-out 
Negroes and any nice looking Negro woman 
or man can find a mate within the race of 
any hue—light brown skin, dark skin or very 


light. Mrs. Velma Winston 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


BACHELOR’S BEEF 


I am a bachelor. I am neither financially 
strong as Billy Ward nor am I a professional, 
but I go for his story 1 Am A Bachelor And 
Don’t Like It. Yes, it does offer much food for 
thought because I am a bachelor and don’t 


like it either. Michael James 


Aruba, N.W.I. 


LIKES SAMMY 

I have been a constant reader of TAN for 
a long time and have never been without my 
favorite magazine. Thanks for printing Sammy 
Davis Jr.’s picture in the article by Margo 
Hughes, “Hollywood To Harlem,” in the No- 
vember issue. I have always regarded him 
highly. Christine Rose 
Roanoke, Va. 
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NORFORMS 
| VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 


Tested rts decters 
Trusted by women 


temperature, forming a 


Mail this coupon today 


A NORWICH PRODUCT 





1. Antise plic (Protective, germicidal action) 
Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected 
new formula releases its antiseptic and germicidal ingredients 
right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base melts at body 






















powerful protective film that permits 


long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. Deodorant (Protection from odor) 

Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and found to be more 
effeetive than anything it had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing 
odors, yet have no “medicine” or “‘disinfectant”’ odor themselves. 


3. Convenient (Se easy to use) 

Norforms are small vaginal suppositories, so easy and convenient 
to use. Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or measuring. They’re 
greaseless and they keep in any climate. Your druggist has them 

in boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 
mail this to: Dept. T-72 
Nonich Shoemart Capua, Norwich, N. Y. 


Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a 
plain envelope. 








Name. 
(rtease print) 
Street. 
City. Zone. State. 
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isn't it good to know 
you’re using the very best! 





For a dressing that’s completely 
pure always insist on genuine 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly 
in the BLUE SEAL package. 





When it’s petroleum jelly you need, be sure 
it’s genuine ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly in 
the Blue Seal package. Clear, clean 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly is a completely 
pure dressing. If it weren’t, doctors wouldn’t 
recommend it! 


Rub just a little on the palm of your hand. 
See how much smoother it is. That’s because 
it’s completely free of impurities. No 
unpleasant grit. No unpleasant odor. ; me 
Don’t take chances with inferior dressings. Bie 
Insist on pure ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. 


Vaseline 


HITE PETROLEUM JELt' 





Reader's Digest calls it “The Wonder Jelly!” 


VASELINE and Blue Seal are the registered trade marks of Chesebrough-Pond’s Inc. 








POETRY 


The Reason 

Why am I thinking 

Through all the day 
Of what you did, 

As you went away; 
Of how you waved, 

Till you were gone, 
And darkness fled 

The rosy dawn? 


Why am I seeing 
You shyly smile, 

As you looked back 
Across the stile 

With breezes kissing 
Your hair and eyes, 

That held the promise 
Of Paradise? 


Why am I hearing 
You softly sigh, 
After we murmured 
Our last goodbye? 
Dear lass, I wonder 
If you know, too, 
That I have fallen 
In love with you. 
—Edgar Daniel Kramer 


Cloudy Gold 
Did I love too much the echo 
Of your footfall cross the room, 
Weave too many wayward 
dreamings 
Made of spring and applebloom? 


I’ve no way of really knowing— 

Maybe I was pennywise, 

Should have burned a brighter 
candle, 

Had more dream dust for the 
skies ... 


Forever is so small a word 

To reach from spring to spring 

With lean brown hands and 
laughter 

From old remembrancing . . . 


It should be time for silver moons 
And winds of lilac frost-— 
But I’ve no way of knowing . .- . 
Without you I am lost. 

—Gladys Martin 
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Wedding Invitation 
| want to hear those church bells 
ring 
I want to hear those robins sing 
I yearn to see myself in lace 
A bridal veil upon my face 
So talk to me of shoes and rice 
And ask me to marry, real, real 
nice 
For no truer girl you'll ever find 
Than one like me—the marrying 
kind 
—Jean Shaw 


Love Dreams 
I love you dear and the world 
Is a new and lovely place. 
And I can see its gleam 
Light up your eyes and face. 
In happy hours I hold you 
And fold you in my arms, 
And kiss your lips and whisper 
Love’s everlasting charms. 


Today the sun is weaving 

A gold sky for our eyes. 

And opening brighter vistas 
Across a world that lies 
Where happiness is waiting 
To lead us safely where 

A new home shines before us, 
And on the soft sweet air. 


We hear sweet songs from tree 
tops, 

And every breeze that blows, 

Brings perfumes they have stolen 

From every blooming rose. 

Our dreams come true— 
tomorrow 

They'll wake us with the dawn— 

And we will hold our dream 
world, 

When other Worlds are gone. 

—A. B. Leigh 


Very Special Delivery 
I stand beside the window 
And look out at the gate. 
My heart is beating swiftly 
And I can hardly wait. 


I see the postman coming, 
He stops and then departs; 
But, oh, he’s left a Valentine 


From my own King of Hearts. 
—Iris D’Arcy 














ANY MISS CAN BE A HIT 


with o Lovely, fight comploxiow 


There’s nothing hit-or-miss about 
the complexion benefits of NADINQLA 
Bleaching Cream! Just try one jar— 
and let your mirror show you day- 
by-day improvement as your skin 
grows lighter, brighter, lovelier! 


Just one jar of NADINOLA Bleach- 
ing Cream will prove to you what 
millions have long known about the 
clearing action of NADINOLA Cream. 
Get NADINOLA today at your drug 
or toilet counter. See how it gives 
your skin a lighter, brighter, health- 
ier appearance. Feel the thrill of 
knowing you look your best, as 
masculine eyes follow you, and fem- 


FOR OILY SKIN 

New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream is non- 
oily, greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens shine at 
the same time. Two sizes, 
75¢ and $1.25 







FOR DRY SKIN 


The origtnal, ever-famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream is 
enriched with fine cosmetic oils . 
to relieve dryness. 75c and $1.25 SS 


inine voices say, ‘“‘What a lucky girl 
—to have such a complexion!”’ 
NADINOLA works so surely, that 
results are guaranteed from just one 
jar. Let its famous action lighten 
your complexion, loosen blackheads, 
make your skin feel softer and 
smoother, as it makes you look 
younger and lovelier. There are two 
kinds of NADINOLA—one for oily 
skin, the other for dry skin. Both 
have the same fast bleaching and 
clearing effect. Both are guaranteed 
to satisfy you completely, or your 
money back. Get NADINOLA right 
away! NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar of Nadinola 
will make your complexion 
lighter, brighter and lovelier. 
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every 





girl 
should 


The most important thing that will ever happen to any girl during her 


lifetime—short of motherhood—will happen the moment she falls in 


love. Yet, most approach this climactic moment totally unprepared. 


Dewy-eyed and susceptible, she may be a pushover for the first man who 


comes along. What is love? How does it affect you? And when can you 


tell whether it’s the real thing? This is what every girl should know 


EN ARE LIKE STREETCARS,” 

someone once said. “If you miss 
one, there will be another along in a 
minute.” A good point, perhaps, but let’s 
face it, the gal who is out to snag a man 
has no time to spend waiting at the trol- 
ley stop. Instead, she buys that slinky 
black dress which emphasizes her good 
points or spends hours experimenting 
with lipstick, hoping to hear that mascu- 
line message “I love you.” Supposedly, 
this is the storybook ticket to bliss 
(preferably married) and happiness. 

But is it? Unfortunately, many mod- 
ern misses are sadly lacking when it 
comes to the knowledge of love’s sweet 
mysteries. 

What is love? Ask any woman—or 
man—and the answer will be a vague 
one. “Love,” Havelock Ellis wrote, “is 
the synthesis of sex and friendship.” 
Since many male and female relation- 
ships have only one of these elements, 
some couples have to make do with less. 
Sex without love, however, is never as 
successful as love without sex. Lasting 
love involves many things, including 
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physical attraction (commonly called 
“sex”), a willingness to give everything 
for the sake of the loved one and, most 
important, a sharing of mutual expe- 
rience. 

What does a man really mean when he 
whispers sweet nothings into your ear? 
In nine cases out of ten, he is really ex- 
pressing a desire to possess you physi- 
cally. Because men think of the physical 
side of love more often than women, this 
explains why a man can be passionate 
one minute and ready to attend a base- 
ball game the next. When a man pops 
the question, whether it be during a 
moonlight stroll or in a crowded bar, he 
is probably imagining how you will look 
in a negligee and not in the role of a 
mother or homemaker. To him, love is 
now. For many unmarried men, mar- 
riage is only the means to an end. To 
women, however, the proof of the pud- 
ding is in the eating. This is what makes 
the “battle of the sexes” such an inter- 
esting one. 

By understanding the wonderful, ex- 
citing world of love, a girl can save her- 


self a lot of heartaches and tears. The 
first stage of her experience is usually 
infatuation or “excited love.” Based par- 
tially on the novelty and newness of the 
situation, it is characterized and domi- 
nated by the presence and need for phys- 
ical attraction, sometimes accompanied 
by tingling sensations throughout the 
body and a quickening of the heartbeat. 
This is not the kind of love which lasts 
in or out of marriage, but it is an essen- 
tial stage which one must go through to 
understand true love. 

Dating experience, the more the mer- 
rier, is a necessary training ground for 
the recognition and responsibility of 
lasting love. It is a rehearsal for ro- 
mance, since many a trip to the altar has 
been made after a successful date. Dat- 
ing teaches a girl about men, and this, 
after all, is the most important lesson to 
learn. For example, a cute young thing 
named Barbara was always fussing with 
her face in public. None of the fellows 
she dated before Bob ever raised a pro- 
test. Then Bob came along and this was 
just one of the things about Barbara 
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which irritated him. Before leaving her 
forever, he told her about it in no un- 
certain terms. Barbara may have lost 
her man but not her senses. She learned 
the hard way that men prefer beauty 
secrets to be both secret and private. 
Furthermore, a girl who knows how to 
act in a variety of dating situations is 
naturally more poised and relaxed than 
her shy, inexperienced sister. 

Sex, at this point, cannot be over- 
looked. It is a rare dating existence 
which is without sex. No matter how 
carefully and discreetly a girl may act, 
some men either can’t or won’t take the 
hint. Then the girl must decide. And, 
sad but true, whatever her decision she 
often loses something; if not her vir- 
ginity, then her man. True lovers argue 
that the sex act is necessary for the sense 
of complete togetherness which it brings 
and not simply for the pleasure of sex 
alone. If a girl believes that she is really 
experiencing true love, then she will be 
a pushover for premarital intimacy. 
And, providing that her home training 
has not been (Continued on Page 72) 
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Puts You in the BIG MONEY 
/ailoring Business Quick 


MAKE vo $30 


IN A DAY! 


If you’d like to make up to $30 
in a day, even in spare time, I’ll 
send you this amazing $10.00 
Tailoring Kit absolutely Free! 
Contains everything you need 
to start you in big-pay Made- 
to-Measure Tailoring Business 

over 100 Actual Fabrics, Style 
Display of smartest new Suits and 
Coats for men and women, at low £3 
prices—plus complete money-mak- 
ing plans and equipment. No experience 
needed—just show Kit to friends, neigh- 
bors, fellow-workers, etc., take easy fast 
orders, collect Generous Advance 
Profit. We deliver to customers. 


YOUR OWN SUITS te Wear Without ic Cost! 
Your best-selling ad is your own Made- 
to-Measure Suit ...and we'll show you 
how to get yours without paying Ic! 
Mail coupon today for Valuable Tailor- 
ng Kit and Suit Offer—all sent FREE! 


PIONEER TAILORING CO. 
Congress & Throop Streets, Dept. D-1264, Chicago 7, Ill. 


: PIONEER TAOS co., ig 4 D-1264 | 
Congress ts., Chicago 7, 
Rash 7RER-and-Postpeia, ap cuteete ame 00 Tailor- 
§ ing Kit so I can start maki money quickly. In- I 
" clade Actual Fabric Samples Bile Dingle: Display, money-mak- 
ing plans and details of how I can get peu own Suit 
f without a penny of cost. 




















l Name Age. 





t Address 





ty a -_ 


es a ee a 








12 





DEARLY 


ELV ED 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am in love with a boy who said he 
loved me. He has taken me to meet his 
family. We went on a date but because 
I wouldn’t have an affair with him, he got 
angry and stopped speaking. I saw him 
with another girl but he hasn’t taken her 
to meet his family and he doesn’t talk 
about her to his friends. He talks about 
me all the time. Does he still love me? 

A Lonely Heart 


Dear Lonely Heart: 

Stop worrying about your lost ro- 
mance. If the guy had any honorable 
intentions in the beginning, he would 
certainly have called you by now. 
These super-sensitive males aren’t 
worth thinking twice about. Truth- 
fully, I doubt that the boy has given 
you a second thought since the last 
date and you would be quite foolish 
to spend your time grieving over 
nothing. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 22 years old and have been in a 
tuberculosis sanitorium since December 9, 
1953. When I first came here my husband 
used to see me every visiting hour and on 
Sundays. On Wednesdays which is payday, 
he would leave my money at the main desk 
in the lobby of the sanitorium. I have been 
out on two passes and have had to spend 
the money I saved for our future on shows, 
dinner et cetera. He spends his money be- 
fore the week is up and has to borrow 
money from me for transportation and 
lunch. Now every time he comes to see me 
he is late, sometimes 40 minutes and the 
visiting hour is only 60 minutes. He ac- 
cuses me of having a boy friend here. Any- 
one with common sense knows that nothing 
could go on here between the male and fe- 
male patients. The men are on one end 
of the hall and the women are on the other 
end. We have a social hour four days a 





week for two hours and they are all well 
chaperoned. We really have a full day of 
activities so we have very little time to flirt. 
I have always been a faithful wife and we 
have been married only 21 months . 
now he is asking for a divorce. Please give 
me some advice. Joyce C. 


Dear Joyce: 

I am sorry that your marital trou- 
bles are coming in on top of your 
physical illness. The first thing you 
should do is te concentrate all your 
efforts on getting well and leaving the 
hospital. Maybe your husband doesn’t 
know how to look after himself and 
needs you more than he will admit. 
If this is the case then divorce won’t 
solve his problem. Realize too, that 
keeping you in the hospital is costing 
him a great deal of money. Possibly 
he doesn’t keep enough out for him- 
self and that is why he borrows from 
you so often. Try to ask for a little 
less money and leave him enough for 
such essentials as lunch and trans- 
portation. Don’t agree to a divorce 
until you have fully recovered and 
returned home. When you are well 
he will probably regret his hasty de- 
cisions. Just in case, however, remind 
him that under Illinois law he will 
have to support you as long as you 
are his legal wife. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I have been married for four years now 
but my husband and I are not together. I 
am 19 and he is 22 years old and we have 
two children. He left me because of gossip 
from outsiders linking my name with an- 
other fellow. This gossip was not true but 
he believed it. However, he still supports 
me and the children and comes by to visit 
us. I still feel he loves me but whether his 
pride has been hurt and that is keeping 
him away, or whether he doesn’t trust me 
is something I don’t know. I want your 
advice. I am not seeing any other man or 
keeping company. I also heard that he 
isn’t seeing anyone either. He says he 
doesn’t want to find any man hanging 
around the house. I am quite mixed up. 
My mother cannot help me and my father 
is not living. Please advise me. 


Mrs. F. N. Goode 


Dear Mrs. Goode: 

I believe your husband still loves 
you and the children and is simply 
waiting for you to ask him to return 
home. The separation is not good for 
either you or the children, and is 
certainly costing him more money 
than if he were living at home. When 
he makes another one of his visits 
ask him why he won’t stay perma- 
nently. Invite him home and make 
the invitation warm and _ sincere 
enough so that he believes you really 
want and need him. 
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Styte No. 2710—PLEAT TRICK. 
In a washable blend of Acrilon 
and Rayon, tucked on the turtle- 
neck collar and bodice, whirling 
out in a wide sweep of permanent 
pleats. Powder blue, red, turquoise 
or grey. 


StyLe No. 739—FIGURE TRICKS. 
It’s the sheath that's sure to bring 
compliments galore. Rayon mens- 
wear tailored to cause excitement 
with its slim waist and fashion- 
tapered skirt. In navy, grey, brown 
or turquoise. 
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10-20 


Style No. 622 
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StyvLe No. 622—DEEP DIP. Rayon 
and acetate verdero deftly curved 
to outline your figure, its neck- 
line dipping low. See the way this 
beauty buttons to a fantail skirt 
then flies out in a flurry of whirl- 
round pleats. Black, navy, peacock, 
red, powder blue. 


Styte No. 616 — SUAVE SOR- 
CERESS. Delightfully shirred and 
moulded portrait neckline sparkles 
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By 
James Goodrich 


STAN WILSON, a guitar-strumming 
folk singer, makes a big bid for big 
stardom on recordings in a new Verve 
album of ballads and calypso tunes. 
Labeled simply “Stan Wilson, Ballads 
and Calypso,” the hi-fi LP is an out- 
standing collection of folk music that has 
the young Californian exhibiting an ex- 
citing voice on 12 selections (Walter 
Winchell, The Fox, Blow The Candles 
Out, Sixteen Come Sunday, The Old 
Lady Who Swallowed A Fly, The Cry Of 
The Wild Goose, One For My Baby, 
Potato, When I Lay This Body Down, 
Tol? My Cap'n, Kitch and They Call The 
Wind Maria). The album should boost 
Wilson’s stock by many points. 

Wilson highlights three calypso songs 
in the album: Potato, Kitch and Walter 
Winchell, an amusing spoof of the well- 
known columnist. In the traditional folk 
song vein, Wilson lends beauty and emo- 
tion to a moving spiritual, When | Lay 
This Body Down. On the humorous Old 





Lady Who Swallowed A Fly, he is subtly 
effective. Wilson also shows up to good 
advantage on a couple of standards: 
Johnny Mercer’s One For My Baby and 
Terry Gylkyson’s Cry Of The Wild 
Goose. 

A versatile artist who is a tremendous 
favorite on the West Coast nitery circuit, 
Wilson sings a wide variety of songs 
within his idiom. His renditions range 
from the tender ballad with a love mes- 
sage to topical calypso numbers filled 
with chuckles. Examples: The Walter 
Winchell Calypso (mentioned earlier 
here) and The Bing Crosby Calypso. 

“I sing folk music,” Wilson explains, 
“because I find my greatest expression 
in songs that tell a complete story. But 
I don’t limit my choice of songs because 
of this alone. I sing any type of song 
that I feel 1 can ‘get into’—folk, popu- 
lar, calypso or whatever it might be.” 

At his best on calypso, Wilson reflects 
superb train- (Continued on Page 82) 
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HEEBIE JEEBIES—Littie Richard............. 
i'VE ard. | AROUND—Willie John........... 

TCHA GONNA DO—Chuck Willis... .... 
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JUST TO HOLD MY HAND—Poul Perryman. .. 
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I was tired of playing cook, maid and butler to my father and his 





THE RHYTHMIC CLICKETY- 

CLACK of the train wheels matched 
the impatient beating of my own heart 
as the streamliner plunged through the 
darkness toward New York. The sound 
trumpeted the call to adventure and a 
new life. The dull, loveless past was be- 
hind me, the future shined bright ahead. 

| pushed the back release in the arm 
of my coach seat, sliding down into a 
reclining position, and closing my eyes 
with a happy little smile. It was going 
to be different now—so very different. 
Exit Lola Harper, household drudge; 
enter Lola Harper, foot-loose and fancy 
free, | thought to myself. 

I could feel no regret even though it 
may have been a brutal thing I had done, 
breaking away from my father despite 
his tearful pleas for me not to leave. 

“You can’t, Lola,” he had said, his 
voice hoarse with emotion. “My life 
would be empty without you. You’re all 
| have in the world, and I’m all you 
have. You can’t leave.” 

“You've got your friends, and there’s 
Uncle Edward and his family,” I cor- 
rected him. “But you’re right about me. 
You are all I have, and it isn’t right. I 
should have more. Friends my own age 

and a husband!” 

He stared at me in disbelief. 

“Yes,” I said, “a husband. Is that so 
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pals. Now it was my turn to really find out what life 


was about. For years I had been a green 


girl ripening on the vine. It was time to change 


FOR LO 


unimaginable or terrible or ridiculous? 
Don’t you think I’m entitled to one?” 

“Why sure, Lola baby, sure,” Dad 
squirmed, “if that’s what you want. But 
I thought you were happy here with me, 
just the two of us.” 

His smug sureness only hurt me more, 
and he could see it in my eyes. 

“I mean,” Dad struggled, “that | 
thought—well, there’s Tom Harris and 
Joe Brooks and other fellows around 
who like you and—” 

“Oh!” I exclaimed, throwing my hand 
to my head and turning my back to him. 
Tom Harris and Joe Brooks! Hah! They 
had about as much romantic spunk as 
hoot owls and even less ambition. Their 
“courting” consisted of coming over to 
play poker with my father on Saturday 
nights and managing to stay long enough 
to eat up most of Sunday’s groceries. 
Oh, what a merry time that was, with 
everybody yelling at me to bring more 
beer, or how about another three-decker 
ham sandwich. It was a good thing there 
hadn’t been anybody but Dad and me, 
or else we would have been in the poor- 
house. Nothing made him happier than 
having his cronies in to eat and drink 
beer and play poker. 

Then there was Uncle Edward and his 
wife Martha and their four children for 
Sunday dinner at least once a month. 


Just one big happy, hungry, noisy fam- 
ily. And I was the combination cook, 
maid, butler, laundry woman and nurse- 
maid to the whole bunch. 

“Now you folk don’t need to worry 
about those dishes,” Dad would say 
after dinner. “Lola will do them later.” 

Sometimes it would make me so mad | 
that I would gather up the plates, stalk 
right into the kitchen and start rattling 
them so hard it’s a wonder they didn’t 
all break to pieces in the dishwater. But 
nobody ever got the hint that Lola was 
sick and tired of doing the dishes. They 
never even heard them rattling. They 
were too busy laughing and singing at 
the piano or else looking at television 
with the volume turned up high enough 
to drown out the sound of my labors. 

That was the way it had been almost 
since the day Mother died eleven years — 
ago. There wasn’t any real shock about 
her passing. She had been sick a long © 
time, and the doctor had told us she 
would be better off out of her misery. 

After that, I was Dad’s “little house- 
keeper,” and, when the sadness of 
Mother’s death lessened, he took pride 
in having his friends in just so he could 
show them how well I could cook and 
keep house and wait on guests. I was 
proud, too; proud that I could take my 
mother’s place at fifteen; proud that I 









Ir was almost midnight when 
picked up the telephone. 
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could erase some of the sadness from 
Dad’s tired, kind eyes. 

But as the years wore on, I found less 
pleasure in my role of young home- 
maker, and yearned for the freedom that 
other youngsters had. There was so 
much fun to be had! Parties, hayrides, 
picnics. And I missed all of them. No 
time for such tomfoolery for Lola. I 
had the cooking and baking to do and 
my father’s shirts had to be ironed and 
his socks needed mending. Or it was 
time to do the marketing or clean the 
house. And after all that, I had to study 
my lessons. 

I was eighteen when I got out of high 
school and by then the whole thing was 
a pattern. I was on a merry-go-round 
and couldn’t get off. Furthermore, I had 
developed such a shyness from not be- 
ing in contact with people at play that 


the things that count with women, | 
said, these are the things they must 
know. 


Y TWENTY-FIRST birthday was a 
cause for celebration, Dad decided. 
Of course, the guests were all his pals 
and Uncle Edward and his family, since 
I had few friends of my own. At least, 
however, Dad spared me the hard work. 
He bought the cake and ice cream and 
food from a delicatessen and we all ate 
out of paper plates so there were no 
dishes to do. 

Everything went off fine until Aunt 
Martha proposed a toast. “Here’s to 
Lola,” she said, “she’s going to make 
some man a fine wife.” 

The room was suddenly very still, as 
if someone had made a bad joke. Final- 
ly, my father broke the silence. “Bah!” 


I should have known better than to listen to the 


sweet talk of the first man who came along. But Lhad 


waited so long. and I didn’t want to wait any more 





I didn’t know how to relax with kids 
my age. I couldn’t dance and I didn’t 
smoke or drink. I blushed at little jokes 
that other girls giggled at, and I didn’t 
know much about clothes or makeup. I 
think the slang word “square” was in- 
vented for me. 

Physically, I knew I didn’t have a lot 
to work with. Even when seen through 
the prejudiced eyes of its owner, my face 
was not really pretty. With work, it 
might be made attractive, and the best 
that could be said for it was its smooth, 
even brownness. My figure, while not 
bad, was a trifle thin, I felt. My hair was 
easy to manage, if I only knew what to 
do with it. The easiest way seemed to be 
straight back and in a bun. None of me 
was really worth the effort, I had de- 
cided. 

So the next three years were like the 
first three had been: work, work, work, 
with time for more work since my school 
days were over. I missed the pleasures, 
but I told myself they didn’t matter. 
Anybody can dance or go to the movies 
or ride around half the night in a car, 
| thought, but who can beat me making 
bread or pies? Who can iron a smarter 
shirt or keep a neater house? These are 
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he said with a wave of his hand. “Who 
is good enough for Lola? None of these 
old bearcats in this room.” 

Everybody burst out in laughter then 
as Dad swung his arms around as if to 
knock them all down at once. But it 
wasn’t funny to me. It wasn’t funny 
because Dad was so terribly right. None 
of them were good enough for me! Most 
of the men in the room that night were 
far too old and the rest were married, 
except for Tom Harris and Joe Brooks, 
and who wanted them? What good were 
my talents with no one to use them on 
but Dad? So I cook and sew and iron 
and clean. And so these were important 
things for a woman to be able to do. But 
they were most of all important things 
for a good wife and mother to be able 
to do, and I was not a candidate for 
either title. I was wasting my life for 
nothing. 

But my moodiness of the evening 
passed in time, and Dad, seemingly hav- 
ing noticed my moment of feeling low, 
became especially praiseful of my home- 
making efforts once again. My pride 
bubbled forth anew. I knew he would 
never marry again, although he was not 
old and he had a good job as a foreman 


at the plant. A lot of old biddies in ou 
neighborhood would have like to haye 
caught a man like Dad with a house and 
all, but they would never do it. Dad 
had loved Mother deeply, and now, | 
loved him more for his devotion. I was 
proud to take care of him, to do the 
things that Mother was not there to do, 

And the years slipped quietly by. 

I was twenty-six years old now, and 
nothing had changed. Life in William 
Harper’s household had gone on as 
usual; Dad working and me keeping 
house. On Saturday nights, the fellows 
still came and played poker and drank 
beer and ate up the groceries. Once a 
month on Sunday, as regular as the 
day fell, Uncle Edward and his family 
came for dinner. My job was the same 
as usual: feed them, entertain them when 
necessary, and clean up after them. Lola 
was a wonder around the house. Lola 
had holes in her head! 

That’s why I had finally insisted on 
getting out of town. I just couldn’t take 
it any longer. I had tried, I knew I had 
tried. I had given Dad eleven good 
years, and I didn’t think he should de. 
mand more. Where once | had been glad 
he did not marry again, I now thought 
it silly that he shouldn’t. After all, we 
couldn’t bring Mother back. And he 
needed someone, someone besides me. | 
had to live for myself, I just had to. 

Four years until I’m thirty, I fretted, 
and after thirty it’s all downhill for a 
woman. Even now, no man could say 
he really knew me in the bloom of youth. 
The time to make the break was now or 
never. I made it now. The money that 
I had saved from what Dad gave me to 
run the house on all these years was 
enough to get me out of town for a fresh 
start. I didn’t feel bad about using the 
money that way. After all, hadn’t I more 
than earned it? 

And the break had to be clean. | 
couldn’t live in that house and change 
myself. Nor could I just move across 
town and take a place of my own. The 
old ties would be too tempting, too con- 
venient. I had to do it the drastic way, 
so that for pride’s sake there could be 
no turning back. A new town, a new 
hairdo, more attention to dress and 
make-up among a city full of complete 
strangers; all these things had to ge to 
gether in order for me to make a suc 
cess of it. The thought of being on my 
own was a bit frightening. After all, | 
had never had a job and wasn’t trained 
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for any. But I could cook and iron and 
sew and clean—the real hard, honest 
work that nobody wanted to do nowa- 
days with everybody wanting to work in 
an office and talk about having a career. 
But I wasn’t afraid of work. It was all 
[ had ever known. I would make out. 

So it was goodbye Richmond, hello 
New York for Lola Harper. I shifted 
comfortably in my train seat, and slipped 
slowly into a peaceful sleep. 


W YORK wasn’t as frightening as 
it might have been. The faces were 
strange, but they were people; human, 
just like those back home. All I had to 
do, I told myself, was get to know the 
people behind the faces. 
But the first thing I had to do was get 
a place to stay, and I knew that the 
YWCA would be the quickest, safest, 
cheapest bet. Cab fare from the railroad 
station to the “Y” seemed a little high, 
but after all, this was New York. Once 
I had a room, all I had to do was check 
the “Help Wanted” columns of the news- 
papers. Jobs were going begging. I 
knew my limitations, so I made a small 
list of those jobs I thought I could man- 


age. 

I didn’t like the looks of the first place 
I tried. It was sort of run-down and in 
a crummy neighborhood. The second 
didn’t offer much money, but the boss 
hinted that I should be able to make 
plenty on the side “if you play your 
cards right.” I wasn’t sure what he meant, 
but I knew I didn’t like the sound of it. 

The third place I tried seemed just 
right. It was in a big, shiny cafeteria 
where they needed a fast combination 
short order cook and counter girl. Well, 
I had been cooking and serving all my 
life. Now was a chance to make some 
money at it. Best of all, the place seemed 
very popular with a constant stream of 
people pouring in. This is it, if they’ll 
have me, I said to myself. And they took 
me. 

The first few days were fun and they 
were exciting. There wasn’t much for 
me to learn, and I liked what I was do- 
ing, now that I was doing it of my own 
free will for pay. The people I worked 
with were friendly and said I was a good 
worker, and everything was fine. 

The first month zipped by with me 
working eight hours a day six days a 
week. After work and on my off days, 
my time was my own, and keeping my 
one room in order and my clothes 


cleaned was no problem at all. After all, 
I had been used to doing three times as 
much work at home. 

When the weather was nice and I had 
a very early or very late shift, leaving 
me time off during the day, I would walk 
the streets of the city, getting acquainted 
with the sights and the places. 

But always I was alone. And that was 
getting to be the problem: loneliness. 
New Yorkers were very busy people, it 
seemed. They were nice to you at work, 
but when time came for them to punch 
out, they raced off without a backward 
glance. Everybody had his own life to 
lead. Everybody but me. I paid terri- 
bly close attention to my appearance 
now, and I knew there was a decided im- 
provement in my looks, but somehow it 
wasn’t enough. Oh, when I was on the 
counter line at the cafeteria a few wise 
guys would make passes, but I never 
even looked at them, and sometimes I 
blushed like a fool. But these were 
strangers— men without conscience 
hunting loose women. I just couldn’t 
trust them. And neither could I bring 
myself to flirt with men that seemed nice 
and attractive. I watched some of the 
other girls do it, but I just couldn’t. So 
each night I trudged back to my quiet 
room, or I would maybe go to a movie 
if I had time off during the day. I was 
afraid to be out by myself after dark. 

The restlessness that was mounting in- 
side me must have become pretty appar- 
ent to anybody who took the time to 
notice. And finally, Jim Simmons took 
the time. 

Jim was manager of the cafeteria; 
husky, not too tall, not too good-looking 
and not too young. He ran the place with 
easy firmness. 

“Lola, you look a little sad,” he said 
to me one morning as I left the steam 
counter at the end of the breakfast rush. 

I managed a laugh. “I’ve been told 
that most girls look sad early in the 
morning,” I said. 

“I don’t mean that way,” he answered 
quickly. “I mean, you look down in the 
dumps. Don’t feel so hot this morning? 
Your rent due? Man trouble? Why 
don’t you sit down a minute and tell Dr. 
Jim about it?” 

I looked into his massive brown face, 
creased in a smile. “Well, let’s just say 
I’m a little girl with the blues in a big 
strange town,” I said lightly. “It’s noth- 
ing more serious than that.” 

“Well, that’s New York for you,” Jim 


said with a sigh. “Strangers come and 
strangers go and nobody offers to really 
be friendly. Take right here, for in- 
stance. Everybody likes you fine, and 
they act like it, so long as they have to 
be here with you eight hours a day. But 
I guess it’s a different story when quit- 
ting time comes. Everybody is dashing 
out to lead their own private lives. 
Everybody is wheeling and dealing.” 

“And they’re entitled to do just that,” 
I said, determined not to feel sorry for 
myself. “There’s nothing special about 
me.” 

“Oh, there’s something special about 
everybody,” Jim replied, “even you and 
me.” 

And that was how it started with Jim 
and me: free and easy. And pretty soon 
the innocent conversation was turning to 
friendly persuasion. 


r THERE WAS ever anybody who 

knew big old New York, it was Jim 
Simmons. And in the weeks that fol- 
lowed, he managed to show most of it 
to me: Coney Island, Brooklyn, the high 
spots of Harlem, even statues and mu- 
seums and things that he admitted he 
didn’t care for. In a week’s time, I felt 
as if I had known Jim most of my life. 
Maybe that’s why I listened so readily 
when Jim suggested I take a small, fur- 
nished apartment. 

“After all,” he laughed, “you can’t 
make love in a YWCA.” 

His casual remark made me blush. 
But I had to admit I could afford a very 
small place. Since I ate two meals a day 
at the cafeteria without charge, my only 
real expense was rent and minor inci- 
dentals. I dressed better than I had 
when I was at home, but I had bought 
my small wardrobe before coming to 
New York, and I was still no clothes 
horse. I just didn’t throw away money 
like that. 

So at Jim’s insistence—and with his 
enthusiastic help—I found a tiny, fur- 
nished apartment. It was like buying 
trouble. Instinctively, I must have known 
it at the time. But after all, wasn’t I a 
grown woman? And wasn’t freedom 
what I wanted? 

For a girl who had spent her life 
waiting on other people, even small at- 
tention was like a cool drink of water to 
a thirsty man. Jim must have sensed it 
in my obvious gratitude, in my polite 
manner when (Continued on Page 80 ) 
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OW THAT I'M HOME, hidden from it all, I know I should have married her. Sure, 

she was a white girl, but so what? I’ve known lots of guys who married white girls 

and they made out all right. didn’t they? Sure! But, thinking back on it, maybe | 
wasn't interested in marriage to begin with. Maybe | just wanted to quench 











that persistent something that burns in everyone. It’s funny how the same 
drive which makes a man a man can also make him a monster. 
Of course, maybe I wasn’t so much a monster as I was a coward. My 
best friend said so; said I had yellow mud in my blood. It would be 
easy for him to say that, though. Heck, he didn’t go through hell 
with my sweetheart and I. He didn’t suffer 
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under the burning, klieg-like eyes t 
stared and scorched and seared holes 
through us. But maybe he’s right. Maybe 
] was a coward. Maybe a mental crackup 
is the only escape from the agony of not 





marrying her. How jagged are the mem- 
-.‘ories now! How they scrape and scratch ‘ 
glass-like across my conscience! et 
But in the beginning it wasn’t painful to a guy who be- it 
lieved that love, like music, knows no color. Maybe the 
balmy summer made it éagy to dream like that back 
at MiddleborgCollege. There I was strolling pride- 
fully into the ‘student lounge, hands pocketed, 
whistling something -by the Modern Jazz Quar- 
tet. And there she was sitting by the phono- 
graph player listening, by some magic of 
mental telepathy or something, to a recordi 
by the same combo. Daintily she satythe 4 
yellow print dress settling lightly on her full, 4 yoo 
round breasts, hugging her about the waist » opt ns ai 
(Continued on Page (74) ; -_ 


N A HOLLYWOOD courtroom last 
November, famed crooner Billy Eck- 
tine kept his own honeyed voice silent 
he listened to the plaintive wail of a 
| done wrong. Carolle Drake Faulk- 
r, 32-year-old former model and disk 
ckey, was telling a judge how, after 
ree years of companionship, two chil- 
ren and no marriage license, she and 
lly had come to a parting of the ways. 
\ll she asked for the years ill-spent was 
500 a month for the support of their 
fispring, Edward, three, and Guy Le- 
ng, five months. 
Thus the time had come at long last 
bare the details of a romance that had 
first been a closely guarded secret, 


then highly fictionalized by Billy’s imag- 
inative version in which he included a 
Belgian marriage ceremony. As Carolle 
testified under oath, bits and pieces of 
the most flamboyant romance of the 
decade began to fall into place. 

For Carolle, whose ex-husband once 
filed a $500,000 alienation of affections 
suit against boxer Joe Louis, and for 
Billy, still not fully divorced from his 
wife, June, it had been love at first sight; 
first sight having been March 9, 1953, 
in Atlanta, Ga. Carolle, according to her 
own financial estimate, was earning $450 
a week at the time as a model and disk 
jockey. Three days after they met, 
Carolle followed Billy to Memphis, Tenn. 


the 


Recalled Billy: “She came there at my 
invitation.” 

Like the man who came to dinner, 
Carolle just somehow stayed on. 

Soon, newspapermen began to notice 
that wherever Billy appeared, Carolle 
had a habit of turning up. When he 
moved into New York for an engage- 
ment, Carolle was seen at his apartment 
in the role of a grocery delivery boy. 
This soon gave rise to speculation that 
a marriage might be pending, if indeed 
it had not already taken place. But Billy 
was quick to squelch rumors. Said he in 
the winter of 1953: “Believe me, I’m not 
married. I have no intentions of getting 
married.” He then pointed out that his 





Billy Eckstine—Carolle Drake 


Love Story 


It defied tradition, spanned continents and ended as 


suddenly as it had begun. 


Here is the story—and 


some of the causes suspected in the breakup 
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early days of their romance, Billy Eckstine and Carolle Drake 
re tender twosome everywhere the singer was appearing. They 
ame constant companions only three days after they met. 
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Hollywood home where the c 
ming pool, tennis court and two maids, rented for $402 per 
month. After their breakup, Billy gave Carolle furnishings. 
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divorce from June would not be final for 
more than a year. 

Nevertheless, in some circles it was 
anticipated that Carolle was anticipating. 
When asked by telephone, Carolle had a 
witty reply. Said she: “Maybe I'd better 
go and find out if all this talk keeps go- 
ing around.” At the time, Carolle was 
staying at Eckstine’s Encino, Calif., man- 
sion. She explained that she was helping 
out with the housekeeping. Photogra- 
phers, thinking that Carolle might like 
to spend a few idle moments practicing 
her profession, suggested that she pose 
for some pictures. Carolle declined. 

Shortly thereafter, Carolle gave birth 
to a son, whom she and Billy named Ed- 


Billy’s friendship with glamorous French movie star Denise Dar- 
cel once had tongues wagging. One of rumors for reason of the 
Eckstine-Drake breakup was that he had European romance. 





ward. Leaving the infant with her mother 
in Atlanta, Carolle was then free to join 
Billy, who was on a tour of Europe. But 
alert photographers attempting to take 
pictures of the couple found the going 
rough, and one cameraman reported that 
he was chased around the block by Billy 
after snapping a picture of the pair in an 
auto. During this hectic period of hide- 
and-seek, Billy’s attitude was not one cal- 
culated to win friends and influence peo- 
ple. When told by a reporter that the 
press was merely pursuing the public’s 
right to know in the case of a celebrity, 
Billy snapped angrily: “People should 
mind their own business.” 

But as far as the public and press were 





In happier days with wife June, crooner Billy showed loving af- 
fection, and weathered many a matrimonial storm. Some believe 
Billy still may effect reconciliation with her if June is willing. 





concerned, there was no business like 
Billy’s business, especially since he chose 
to remain so secretive about it. Carolle 
returned from Europe ahead of Billy, 
and by the time the singer himself ar- 
rived, he seemed a bit resigned to the 
fact he would not be able to escape the 
persistent press. At a New York airport. 
he and Carolle posed generously for pic- 
tures, while still denying that they were 
married. 

A strange quiet then settled over the 
Eckstine-Drake affair—a quiet that later 
proved to have only been the quiet be- 
fore the storm. The storm broke last 
April when Billy suddenly sang a new 
tune to the by then routine questions. 
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Warmly in love as late as last July, the 
ond of the affair between Carolle and Billy 
came as surprise to followers of romance. 


When it began, they were very much in love. 


Three years later, they were still that way. 


Why did it end? There are many reasons 


Yes, he said, as a matter of fact he and 
arolle were married; had been ever 
nce a secret wedding in Belgium two 

years earlier. And, as a matter of fact, 
hey did have a son, then a little over 

a year old. His name was Edward, but 
iey called him “Bugs.” But that wasn’t 
il, the suddenly talkative Eckstine added 

yuickly. Carolle was at that very mo- 
ent expecting a second child. 

It all sounded like a wonderful ending 
» a wonderful love story. Furthermore, 

made everything so legal. 

On July 3, 1956, in Los Angeles’ Ce- 
lars of Lebanon Hospital, Carolle gave 
irth to their second son, Guy LeCingq. 
abled Billy from his working post in 
rope: “Have just heard the good news. 
iss little Guy for me. I love you. 


laddy.” 


) UT LOVE DID NOT LAST. And as 
unexpectedly as Billy had blown the 
lid off their romance, Carolle in October 


£4 


blew the lid off Billy’s story. She filed 
a child support suit against the crooner, 
charging that they had never been mar- 
ried, despite his promises that they 
would go before the preacher as soon as 
his divorce was final. The divorce had 
been final for some time. 

Billy’s only rebuttal was to demand 
that blood tests be made of he and the 
children. This done and compatibility 
established, Eckstine offered to pay $556 
a month for the support of the two boys. 

But Carolle pictured herself not only 
as a woman scorned, but also as one on 
the brink of poverty. When Billy had 
been away from her, she said in court, 
he had seldom left enough money to 
cover incidental expenses, and on one 
occasion had not even provided for the 
necessities. At that very moment, she 
testified. she did not even have a decent 
winter coat, Billy having refused to get 
the one she owned out of repair. Her 
attorney produced purchase statements 
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Back from Europe, Eckstine is greeted at 
New York airport by Carolle, who had 
joined him in England but returned early. 


to show that, in contrast, Billy himself 
had two fine overcoats, recently pur- 
chased, and one costing $500. In addi- 
tion, the attorney pointed out, Billy 
owned such items as $30 sport shirts, 35 
suits, a dozen tuxedos and two automo- 
biles. Furthermore, Miss Drake’s attor- 
ney showed, Billy had earned $300,000 
a year for the last three years, and had 
recently bought an eight-room house 
with a swimming pool. The house cost 
an estimated $40,000 with considerably 
more money to be spent in renovation. 
Meanwhile, Carolle considered _ it 
“highly speculative” that she would be 
able to regain her $450-a-week income. 
At present, she was staying in the Holly- 
wood home they had shared, and the 
rent was $402 a month. She was, she 
said, looking for an apartment to rent. 
but would insist on an environment suit- 
able for the children. This would, of 
course, take money, since the Hollywood 
environment had included two maids, a 












Key figure in Billy Eckstine-Carolle Drake 
love story is their son, Edward. Paternity 
was questioned by Eckstine in breakup. 
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Traveling in Europe, Carolle was constant companion of Eckstine (r.). Photographer who shot picture of them with pianist Bobby 


a Tucker said Eckstine later chased him around block. Throughout romance, Eckstine showed impatience with newsmen who queried 
arly. him about affair with Carolle after rampant rumors of marriage and birth of first son. He wouldn’t talk until just before it was all over. 
neil swimming pool and a tennis court. Fur- been unhappy since finding Billy in the _ so long to show it? Clearly, he had been 
pur- thermore, Carolle asked the court to or- company of another woman in Europe. happily in love with Carolle last Apri! 
addi- der Eckstine to pay at least $40 a month _ But since a star of Billy’s dimensions is when he concocted the marriage story. 
Billy for music lessons for littke Edward, frequently in the company of women, it and was still in love with her, by his own 
3. 35 whom she described as “musically in- does not seem likely that this could have admission, when Guy LeCing was born 
wah clined.” furnished a sufficiently long-lasting dis- last July. 

tee When a last-minute effort to reconcile agreement between the lovers. All this gives rise to a third theory: 
1.000 the couple failed (the judge held a 15- Also seen as a reason for the breakup _ that Billy’s ex-wife, June, is back in th 
T= minute chamber meeting with them, dur- _ of the couple was Billy’s reported doubt _ picture. He had shown an amazing lov- 
veniiae ing which he suggested that “it would be over paternity of young Edward, and alty to her through their many years of 
~— nice” if they got married), the court rumors that linked Carolle with a well- an on-again off-again marriage. Still. 
rably awarded Carolle $750 a month child known baseball player. The fact that close friends of the couple discount any 
an support, and gave Billy the right to have _Eckstine, after three years of living with new interest between Billy and June 
1h the children visit with him at intervals. Carolle, should have demanded blood Nevertheless, when Billy opened an en- 
id be Eckstine was also ordered to pay $2,500 tests of himself and the children lends gagement in Los Angeles immediately 
<i for Carolle’s legal fees, and he gave her some weight to this theory that Billy was _ after his court session with Carolle. June 
lolly- all the furniture in the home they had _ jealous. Furthermore, it was evident that was present. They smiled and posed 
| the shared. Billy stood most firmly against a recon- prettily together for photographers, ard 
’ ghe So ended the Billy Eckstine-Carolle ciliation. Carolle went to Las Vegas to at an Eckstine party held after the show 
veil: Drake love story, and all of the facts see him for that purpose before filing in a hotel suite, June was among the last 
ait were in except perhaps the one most her suit, but she failed. to leave. 

1. of significant: why did it have to end at Yet, if Billy had harbored any anxie- Wherever Billy was going from here. 
sell all? ties about Carolle’s love as far back as__ he was clearly going without Carolle. 
et Some sources said that Carolle had the birth of Edward, why had he waited THE END 
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ubrey was talking to Jane Rowe. And he 
didn't have to talk loud for her to hear 
him. She was sitting right there on his lap. 
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| guess you might classify me as one of those unfortu- circus out of the second coming of Christ if he could only 
get the opportunity. From loving Aubrey Hodge, I| got 


I rejected my family, insulted my yo ] pick up a newspaper or magazine and 


read about a movie star adopting a baby——or a busi - persons who finds it impossible to believe there is 


to believe that everything and everybody had an angle 


uine good in anything: who swears that ninety-nine 


ent of life is phony. 
hate to be that way. But I guess it’s only natural after 
ig infatuated with a man who would make a three-ring 


ness tycoon giving donations to charity—or a politician 
and that Barnum was speaking what the Lord loves when 


friends and tarnished my career for 
he said that a sucker was born every minute. The worst 


making a public-spirited gesture. my reaction is a cynica 
part is that I. Mabel Ross, almost (¢ ontinued on Page 50) 


sneer and the sudden popping into my mind of one co! 


Aubrey. I was helpless under his spell temptuous—-to me—-word “publicity.” 
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DOWN MARRIAGE 


it took a lot of money to keep up a good front for a couple of people like Hal and me. And 


pretty soon, I was willing to do anything for cash—even betray my marriage 


F.HOUGHTS KEPT trailing slowly 
through my mind, like distant scenes 
through a train window. Somehow, with- 
it looking around at the window pane, 
knew it had been raining. Now it was 
ry dark and occasionally thunder rolled 
the distance and there were quick 
lashes of lightning, but it wasn’t raining 





any more. The air hung heavy and op- 
pressive around me and faintly, as if 
through an apartment house wall, I could 
hear the soft moans of women in pain. 
The thick heavy hospital odor bore 
down on me and there was the clink of 
dishes and subdued voices coming 
through the window, for the kitchen was 


directly below the room I was in. 

The memory of another dim-lit room 
and soft moans flashed through my 
mind. It was a long time ago. 

Then the voices came clearer and one 
of them was saying: “That pretty one in 
Ward 2 is certainly sleeping a long time. 
You’d think she didn’t want to see her 
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“Did you buy all that?” Hal asked in 
amazement. “Just how much longer does 
this $40 a month go on?” he demanded. 











baby at all, the way she’s acting.” 
And I suddenly realized I was death- 
y afraid—afraid of looking at my own 
hild; so I was fighting the return to 
nsciousness, the return to reality, fear- 
ful of the moment when I would have to 
it up and take in my arms the warm, 
little living thing that I had carried in- 
de of me for so many months. A cold 
chill shook my body and I felt icy per- 
spiration rolling from my armpits as I 
hut the thoughts out of my mind and 
etreated into sleep. 
When I awoke, the sun was high in the 
ky and an insistent voice was saying 
me: “Your husband is downstairs. 
Don’t you want to see your baby?” 


that they thought we were making a mis- 
take when Hal and I said we were mov- 
ing in with his mother as soon as we 
were married. But Hal’s father had left 
his mother with a huge house and a big 
bank account. It seemed silly for us to 
try to buy a house of our own when we 
were just starting out. 

It made things rather nice for Mother 
Martin, too. With us around, she would 
not be lonely and the board we would 
pay her could help out with little house- 
hold expenses. It was an ideal arrange- 
ment as far as we were concerned. 

But my own mother disagreed. “It’s 
better for young people to have a place 
of their own when they start married 


We kept promising ourselves that next payday 


would be different, that we would really start that 


nestegg. But somehow 


it just never happened 





| knew then that the time had come 
when my secret might no longer be mine 
alone. In a moment Hal and I would be 
holding the baby between us and I would 
know the truth. 
Perhaps everything would be lost, 
verything I had dreamed about and 
planned, everything that had seemed so 
asy and certain when we married but 
now seemed to be slipping away from 
is no matter how hard we fought. 
[n just a moment now everything that 
had happened to me because I had taken 
ne selfish adventure might all be out 
in the open. 
it seemed fairybook unreal. 
Some of our friends had whispered 
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life,” she said. “When your father and 
I started out, we had nothing in our 
place but a bed and one chair for almost 
a year. True love is built on the’ sacri- 
fices people share together. You kids 
would be better off in your own place.” 

“But Mother, be sensible,” I protested. 
“Hal and I will be able to save faster 
this way.” 

“My dear child, it isn’t how fast you 
climb in this world but how sure your 
footing is,” Mother insisted sadly. “If 
you and Hal do this thing you'll be mak- 
ing a big mistake.” 

But I didn’t think so. Nothing about 
our marriage could ever be a mistake, | 
told myself. I had fallen in love with Hal 
the first time I saw him when he came in- 
to the office of the firm where I worked. 

He was a natural-born salesman, with 
a quick smile, ready wit and a convinc- 
ing manner about him that charmed 
everyone. He had unlimited confidence 
in himself, and the tough job the boss 
gave him Hal accepted as a delightful 
challenge. But for the first few weeks 
he was with the company, he devoted 
most of his time to selling himself to me. 

He had far less trouble than he might 
have believed he had because I had a 
little selling campaign on my own going. 


I put every cent that I earned into chic 
new clothes, regular manicures and hair. 
dos. 

In less than three months we were 
engaged and I| was talking things over 
with Mother because I wanted so much 
to convince her that what we planned 
was right. 

“We'll be able to get ahead quickly 
this way,” I told her in my most en- 
thusiastic voice. “I can keep on work. 
ing because I won’t have to keep house 
and my salary will go right into the bank 
every week. That will be our nest egg.” 

Mother gave me a funny little look. 
“That will be fine,” she said, “if you put 
the money in the bank. Maybe you kids 
will be lucky.” 

We were lucky, we told ourselves, to 
get a week off from work for a honey- 
moon—even if it was without pay. We 
went to New York and spent one of the 
most glorious weeks I’ve ever known. 
Everyone in the biggest hotel in Harlem 
knew we were newlyweds because it 
showed all over us. 

The minute we got out of the taxi in 
front of the hotel, the doorman stepped 
up and said, “You two will be wanting 
the bridal suite, won’t you? Well, I’m 
going to see that you get it.” 

We were flattered because we had 
heard it might be hard to get any kind 
of accommodations. The place had a 
reputation for always having a lot of 
celebrities, but Hal knew how to act like 
a big shot. The room we took cost $25 
a day. 

“Tt’s our enchanted castle, Princess,” 
he told me. “Only the best of everything 
is good enough for my Queen.” 

We had dinner sent up to us by room 
service and Hal ordered champagne. 
The hotel management sent me a huge 
bouquet of flowers. 

Later, while Hal paid the waiter, | 
stood looking out of the window down 
on the neon-lit city. The moon was far 
in the sky to the west and the sounds of 
honking horns and screeching brakes 
rose up and blended with the scuffing 
of feet along the pavements. 

As I stood there watching the flicker- 
ing neons and the city with millions of 
human beings from every corner of the 
earth, from every walk of life, the name- 
less and the great, the clever and the 
cruel in their glamorous world of pent- 
houses and gutters, of foolishness and 
brutality, of love and sex, I felt infinite- 
ly small and insignificant. 
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I was frightened. Then a pair of hands 
covered my eyes. A soft voice whispered 
in my ear: “Guess who?” 

I reached up and took his hands down 
from my eyes, kissed his palms and then 
rubbed them along my cheek. 

“You seemed pretty well occupied,” 
Hal said to me. 

I turned and snuggled against his 
chest. He kissed me. It was soft, tender, 
warm and passionate—all at once. It 
was as if the moon and all the stars had 
come down and started to whirl me 
around from one to the other. It was 
like floating on air, like walking on 
clouds. I was a little girl again and a 
woman full grown and complete all 
thrown into one. And nothing frightened 
me because Hal’s arms were there to pro- 
tect me. 

I looked into his eyes. “All this. And 
you and IJ,” I was saying. “Here we are, 
perfection and rhythm and harmony and 
happiness. Some people were just made 
for each other, physically, mentally and 
(I laughed a little) morally. You and I, 
we're cut from the same piece of cloth. 
We're selfish, we’re spoiled. I don’t mean 
in the sense that you’ve always gotten 
everything you wanted merely for the 
asking in the same way I have. But in 
your own way, Hal, you’re spoiled—in 
the way you’ve had only yourself to con- 
sider and always aimed directly at what 
you wanted. 

“You know we're wicked,” I went on. 
“Being as happy as we are is considered 
sinful by some people. And yet you 
don’t care. You go right on being this 
way anyhow. You're an animal: you 
walk like one, you act like one, you think 
like one—in terms of likes and dislikes, 
black and whites. There’s no interme- 
diate shadings for you. And that’s what 
I love about you. Plus you're really a 
beautiful hunk of man. I just bet the 
girls would never leave you alone.” 

I laughed at that last remark. Other 
girls had never been a problem for me 
and Hal. 

“I have to fight them off every min- 
ute,” Hal quipped. 

“You’re mean!” I tilted my head so he 
could kiss me again. It was like magic, 
with the world fading away before your 
eyes, its sounds fading from the ears . . . 
a soaring ecstatic feeling! 

In the early dawn when I suddenly 
awoke, aware of Hal sleeping by my 
side, | was overcome with wonder that I 


had experienced such beauty and pas- 


sion. I suddenly realized that I had 
known love in the night, not just ordi- 
nary love but a strange and powerful ful- 
fillment, and the difference was that I 
had given, not simply been taken. 


PROTESTED FEEBLY when Hal in- 

sisted on eating in the finest restau- 
rants and buying me the most decorative 
and expensive drinks like frozen daiqui- 
ris and pink ladies. Everything seemed 
so terribly expensive, but I was over- 
whelmed by it all. 

“Listen, Mrs. Martin,” Hal said, “this 
is our honeymoon!” And he would kiss 
my protesting lips right before all the 
people who were watching us enviously. 

After all, it was our honeymoon, I told 
myself, and we would save so much liv- 
ing with Mother Martin that we could 
well afford to splurge just this once. 

Everywhere we went we ran into peo- 
ple whose names are always in the news- 
papers and magazines—night club stars, 
press agents and columnists. They 
seemed drawn to Hal like he was a mag- 
net and the fast, glib talk they exchanged 
about the glamorous world of entertain- 
ment dazzled me. 

I shouldn’t have bought the imported 
tweed suit in the exclusive Fifth Avenue 
dress shop, but Hal was making with the 
big talk to the owner whose picture I had 
seen on the cover of several magazines 
and I wasn’t going to embarrass him. 
The suit was outrageously expensive and 
I would have been content just trying it 
on but Hal insisted: “You’ve got to have 
it. It’s perfect for you.” 

He handed the lady $225 as coolly as 
if it had been $39.95. 

I was terribly proud of my husband. 
He was so handsome, ambitious, popular 
and well-dressed. I knew the girls in the 
office would fairly drool at the sight of 
my new New York suit for they already 
envied me my dashing husband and the 
life we were living that ran so smoothly. 

Several of them were married, too, but 
they were living in their own homes, 
scrambling every month to meet mort- 
gage payments and budgeting like mad. 
Nights after work they went home to 
round out the day cleaning, cooking and 
washing dishes. 

Hal and I went home to a clean, com- 
fortable house and a well-cooked meal 
already prepared for us. I guessed I was 
the luckiest young wife alive. 

Mother Martin was wonderful to me. 


I objected weakly when she continued 





to wash and iron Hal’s shirts, then be- 
gan to clean our room and press my 
office blouses, but before long I began 
to take her help for granted. In a few 
weeks, she was sponging out my per- 
sonal things for me and I was even brag- 
ging about it to the other girls in the 
office when they complained about hav- 
ing to stay up late nights getting the 
next day’s clothes in order. © 

“Mother Martin does all that for me,” 
I said smugly. “She loves to do it and it 
takes up her time. Of course, she could 
send all our laundry out but she prefers 
to do it to keep herself busy,” I chortled. 

The girls seemed to just look at me 
and sigh. 

And while I lived in all this clover, 
there was simply no holding Hal back. 
He was out to get to the top and I was 
so proud of him that it stuck out all over 
me. Looking back, I think that was one 
of the reasons Mother Martin was so 
good to me—because I loved her son so 
much and showed it. I hung onto his 
every word and every action like a wom- 
an transfixed. 

“You've got to look successful to be 
successful,” he told us one evening after 
supper. “If you look like you’re making 
money, people feel that whatever you 
tell them or try to sell them will make 
them money, too.” 

We considered the $90 suits for Hal as 
business investments. Anyone would 
have taken him for a vice president of 
the firm instead of a mere salesman. 

“Gee, I wish my John dressed like 
that,” one of the girls said to me. “You’re 
an awfully lucky girl, Helen.” 

“You’re telling me!” I agreed. 

When the end of the first month ar- 
rived, we hadn’t saved a red cent. But 
it was easy to promise ourselves we 
would do better next month. After all, 
we only paid Mother Martin $20 a week 
board for both of us. We paid her with- 
out a hitch (Continued on Page 62 ) 
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W HEN 32-YEAR-OLD Peggy Cripps 
married Joe Appiah, it was the most 
nportant interracial marriage in mod- 
rn times, especially since the bride was 
the daughter of the late Sir Stafford 
ipps, a former treasurer of Great Brit- 
and the groom the son of a Gold 

ast, West Africa, chieftain. But love, 
ich recognizes neither race nor re- 
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ligion, blossomed between the couple and 
bloomed into England’s most publicized 
wedding since the Duke of Windsor mar- 
ried Wallis Warfield and gave up his 
throne. 

But unlike the Duke and his bride, 
Peggy Cripps and Joseph Appiah formed 
a challenge to everyone who opposes in- 
terracial marriage without considering 


Fuglie 


In colorful togas, Joseph and Peggy Appiah play with their son Kwame on steps of their home in Kumasi, capital of 
Ashanti Confederacy. Married in 1953 in a wedding that shook Great Britain, they also have a year-old daughter, 


a Lady 





the feelings of the parties involved. Al. 
though Joe and Peggy belonged to dif. 
ferent races, and backgrounds, both 
were from distinguished families and 
both had been educated in England. 
Although newspapers on both sides of 
the Atlantic made fun of their proposed 
marriage with tongue-in-cheek, they 
both maintained their dignity and ig. 


Isobel Tokiwah Appiah, who is named after her grandmother, Lady Isobel Cripps. 
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nored the flood of insulting remarks and 
letters which poured into their London 
homes. Nearly three years later, Mrs. 
Appiah, now a resident of Ashanti in the 
Gold Coast, and the mother of two 
healthy children, looks back on the early 
days of her romance and marriage to 
Joseph Appiah. 

Recalling the early days of their ro- 








mance, Enid Margaret (Peggy) Cripps 
reminisces, “My earliest memory of 
Joe as a person was when we stood talk- 
ing about mermaids at a bus stop in 
Park-Lane.” The time was November, 
1952 and Peggy, a tall, brown-haired 
social worker, had attended a meeting 
of the West African Student’s Union, 
where an Australian friend introduced 











her to the president, Joseph Emanuel Ap- 
piah, a short, stocky, dark-skinned man. 

“All evening we sat in the club talking 
about problems of colonial people in 
London,” Peggy said later, “and when 
I arrived it was Peggy Cripps wanting to 
interview the president. But by 11 p.m. 
it was Peggy and Joe strolling up Park- 
Lane talking about ourselves.” Warm 


When Peggy met Joseph, she was a social 


worker, he was president of West African 
Student’s Union. They married a year later. 

















friends at their first meeting, they never 
seemed to find enough time to talk to 
each other before the last bus left, and 
soon they were arranging to meet again 
and again. 

“I took a great liking to Joe because 
he was so kind-hearted and always try- 
ing to help other people,” Peggy said. 

But, if at that time anybody had told me 
| was going to marry Joe Appiah, I 
would have said, ‘rubbish.’ But love did 
ome into our lives.” 

Early the next spring, Peggy invited 
Joe to visit her country home in the ro- 
mantic countryside at Gloucestershire. 
Recalls Peggy, “I had grown fond of Joe 
by then, and I wanted to see him against 
the background of my own home.” Al- 
though Sir Stafford and Lady Cripps 
were in Switzerland where her father 
was undergoing treatment and rest for 
his illness, Joe did meet Peggy’s brother 


and sisters. 


Joe and Peggy let world 
know of wedding plans when 
bride-to-be flashed engage- 
ment ring at a London press 
party. Romance was already 
suspected. | 


It was after that family visit, Peggy 
said, “I knew that I wanted to marry 
Joe.” He had been courting her for some 
time and when they met again in London 
they made the decision. But it was to be 
more than a year before the wedding 
could take place. Sir Stafford was seri- 
ously ill. Peggy recalled, “During that 
long wait we could not see each other 
o often or as openly as we would have 
wished. It was largely because of my 
work with Racial Unity (an organization 
for the betterment of colonial peoples in 
England) that I could meet Joe at all 
without any suspicion being aroused.” 
She added, “It was the unintended 
camouflage for a friendship rapidly rip- 
ening into a romance, which it was nec- 
essary at that time to keep secret.” 

But the love which grew from that 
first meeting at the Student’s Union con- 
tinued to ripen. Joe studied hard at law 
and managed to squeeze in a few dates 
with Peggy. It was almost a rule that 
Joe was two or three hours late for the 
little dinners Peggy cooked for him, but 
she said happily, “I don’t think we cared 
much about the quality of my cooking in 
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those days.” Events moved quickly after 
Sir Stafford died in April, and Peggy, 
anxious to have Joe meet her mother, 
Lady Isobel Cripps, brought him down 
to Gloucester once again. Recalling that 
first meeting between Joe and her moth- 
er, Peggy said, “I had no anxiety about 
the meeting. My mother and I have 
always had similar views and liked the 
same people. It must have been a far 
more anxious moment for Joe.” But the 
formal introductions came off without 
a hitch and Lady Cripps with the rest 
of her family and Joe had long discus- 
sions. “But they were mostly concerned 
with the future of any children we might 
have—and we always intended to have 
a family if we could. I met with no 
feelings of antagonism or opposition,” 
Peggy said. 

While none of the family friends knew 
of the engagement, their African friends 
in London did. “Not that we told them,” 

















Peggy said, “they knew instinctively 
even before we did. One said later he 
knew the first time we met.” 

Now that Joe had met her family, Peg- 
gy began to make plans to meet his in 
Africa. In December 1952 Peggy sailed 
for the port of Takoradi on the Gold 
Coast with the wife of a West African 
Gold Coast minister whose child had 
been born in London. It was from her 
that Peggy learned many of the customs 
of the country which came in handy later 
on. 

When she finally arrived at Kumasi, 
the home of Joe’s family, she was sur- 
prised to see her husband-to-be there. 
Joe’s uncle had died and he flew home 
to take over as head of the family, ar- 
riving before Peggy’s boat docked. It 
was Christmas morning, 1953 when she 
finally met Joe’s family in Ashanti where 
his father is the chief secretary of the 
Assanteman Council, the traditional trib- 
al court of the people. But to her sur- 
prise, Peggy did not know that Joe’s 
family knew nothing of the secret en- 


gagement. The family thought they were 
nothing more than good friends. 

It was not until two days later, after 
the mourning period for Joe’s uncle was 
over, that Peggy mentioned their ro- 
mance to her prospective father-in-law. 

“TI asked Joe’s father if we had his 
blessing for our marriage,” she remem- 
bers. 

He replied, “I did not know, Joe has 
told me nothing. But, of course, why 
not?” 

His wife, Auntie, chimed in happily, 
“T knew it, I could see it with my eyes.” 

When Peggy left Kumasi for London 
it was with a feeling that she would be 
coming back to a warm family circle. 

Back in London, Joe continued with 
his studies and Peggy made plans for the 
wedding and the engagement announce- 
ment. She had planned to make the an- 
nouncement on May 28, 1953. “It was 
essential to keep to that date as I wanted 
Joe’s family to be given the details in 
time. Otherwise they would hear about 
it through the local papers first,” she 
said. 

But it was not to be. An American 
newspaper columnist broke the news of 
the engagement ahead of time and from 
then on the couple ducked photogra- 
phers and reporters. When the day for 
the announcement came, Peggy and Joe 
braved the army of newspapermen. 
Amid popping flash bulbs Joe “pro- 
posed” again and again for the photog- 
raphers and officially put the ring on her 
finger. 

But after their picture appeared in the 
newspapers, letters began to pour in. But 
Peggy said, “None of my friends was 
surprised—unless they were surprised to 
see me engaged at all.” 

Although her friends remained loyal, 
a few letters, mostly unsigned, said some 
insulting things about her interracial 
marriage-to-be. Remembering one of 
them, Peggy said, “One man wrote that 
he once sat at the table with me, but 
could never do so again. But he had not 
the courage to sign his letter.” Another 
one, from Northern Rhodesia, in Africa, 
said her wedding picture, published in 
a local newspaper, “would turn the stom- 
ach of a pig.” Unafraid, Peggy threw 
all of the crank letters in the wastebas- 
ket and forgot about them as she pre- 
pared for her wedding on July 18, 
1953. 

A rain-soaked London gathered to 
watch Joe and Peggy wed at fashionable 
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St. John’s Church where brilliantly- 
robed Africans shone like rainbows 
against the drab morning clothes of Eng- 
lish guests. Joe wore a brilliant red, 
green and yellow-striped ceremonial 
robe of the Ashanti tribe, and the bride, 
who was given away by her brother John 
Cripps, wore a gown of embroidered 
silk with ankle-length skirt and long 
sleeves. And in the pews, proudly watch- 
ing, was Lady Cripps and her English 
friends. 

As the African and English guests 
crowded the church they heard the Rev. 
N. A. Perry-Gore bless the marriage by 
telling the couple, “The whole world is 
watching you, and you go out from this 
Church to live a new life together in 
Christ—a life which knows no barriers.” 

Off to Paris for their honeymoon, the 
newlyweds found the quiet they longed 
for, in a little-known hotel where French 
reporters did not find them. 

Back in England, Joe and Peggy set- 
tled down to their old routine, but since 
they had made plans to live in Africa, 
neither of them looked for an apartment. 
Peggy stayed in Gloucestershire most of 
the time while Joe studied in London. 
Peggy planned to have her first child in 
England so that she could be near her 
mother and so the trip to Africa had to 
be postponed when they learned that 
litle Kwame was on the way. He was 
born in England on May 8, 1954, and 
the couple left for Africa the next No- 
vember. 

Speaking of those last days in England 
Peggy said, “At last I was going to set- 
tle in my husband’s country for good. 
I shall visit England from time to time 
but the Gold Coast, particularly, Ashan- 
ti, is now my homeland.” 

Settled in a comfortable home in Ku- 
masi, Joe, Peggy and little Kwame 
(which means born on Saturday) ad- 
justed to each other and the different life 
of a hot and humid country. In Decem- 
ber, 1955, a daughter, Isobel, (after 
grandmother Lady Cripps) Takiwah Ap- 
piah was born. 

Now a full-fledged attorney, Joe is also 
a member of the opposition party in the 
Gold Coast, the National Liberation 
Movement, while Peggy happily plays 
the role of a housewife, surrounded by 
loving in-laws and a large number of 
friends. 

Happy in her new home, Mrs. Appiah 
says, “Not everyone is as lucky as we are 
in our families and friends. In the 


Gold Coast, many families, in their anx- 
iety for their children’s happiness, would 
oppose marriage to any one outside their 
own area or tribe.” I know of other 
mixed marriages here where these preju- 
dices had to be overcome. It required a 
great deal of patience and understand- 
ing. In the end, after a period of loneli- 
ness and mental suffering, the in-laws’ 
hostility was turned to affection.” 

As for race-relations, Peggy said: 
“The West African is always ready to 
greet and give hospitality to the white 
man, but all too often the white man 
keeps well out of the way of such offers.” 

“What do I think of mixed mar- 
riages?” asked Peggy. “I cannot gen- 


eralize. Any marriage between different 
nationalities needs careful thought be- 
cause the woman will have to adapt her- 
self to different ways of life and customs. 
It is even more essential than in ordinary 
marriage that the couple should have 
real interests in common and, if possible, 
the same standard of education. In 
mixed marriages, love must be very 
real.” 

Grateful for the way in which her mar- 
riage is working out, Peggy said, “We 
have found happiness in our family life, 
and Joe and | have no regrets. The sight 
of Kwame and Isobel every morning 
gives the lie to those who say mixed 
marriages won’t work.” THE END 





Now an attorney, Joseph Appiah is a member of the National Liberation Movement in 
the Gold Coast, which opposes the government of Prime Minister Kwame Nkrumah. Joe, 
Peggy and children are now listed in Burke’s Peerage, blue book of English society. 
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Night after night I watched him 
at the piano, sending one violent 
chord crashing upon another 








I had always loved Mark. and when I became his 


wife I was the happiest woman alive. Butthat was 


long before I learned the terrible secret he lived with 


Y HAND TREMBLED as it turned the knob on the door that led into Mr. 
Wilson’s office. 

“Hello Cathy, dear,” the attorney said brightly. 

I tried to return his greeting with a smile, but somehow it wouldn’t come. 

“Sit here, please.” 

I sat down and reluctantly looked across the long mahogany table at Mark. 
His head was drooped slightly and a half-smoked cigarette hung loosely from his 
lean, well-manicured fingers. 

Mr. Wilson faked a cough to gain my attention and then he looked at Mark. 
“Do you love your wife, Mark?” 

“Yes,” Mark replied in a low, almost involuntary tone. “Very much.” 

“You say you love her, but yet you’ve led her to believe that you were living 





with another woman.” Mr. Wilson’s voice was stern and sharp as he addressed 
Mark. 

Mark shot me a startled glance. “Is that what you thought?” 

“What else could the poor kid think?” Mr. Wilson interrupted. 

“Why, I—I thought she had gotten suspicious of me and came to make sure—” 
he said hesitantly. 

“Make sure of what, that you were pretending to love her, but spending the 
night with other women? Is that what you thought?” 




















“No!” Mark shouted, “no! I mean—” 

“Well, if it isn’t so, then can you ex- 
plain the presence of those women gar- 
ments and cosmetics in your apart- 
ment?” 

He looked at me and then at Mr. Wil- 
on. My heart rose and hammered 
against my chest. This was what I had 
waited to hear. Was it true? Had Mark 
deserted me for someone else? I had 
been a good wife. I tried to understand 
him, but he wouldn’t let me. I loved him 
ind | didn’t want to nag or irritate him 
s it seemed when I tried to find out 
what was troubling him. 

Mr. Wilson and I sat staring at him. 
He was trying to say something but it 
wouldn’t come out. The silence was the 
oudest | ever heard and I| couldn’t stand 
it. It was like waiting in the electric 


became fascinated with our piano. He 
stood staring at the silent rows of black 
and white keys. His eyes had a startling 
faraway look, as if he were seeing some- 
thing there that I was unable to. Each 
day thereafter he would come over and 
sit at the piano. 

Disappointed with my lack of interest 
in music, mother decided to teach Mark 
to play. He could hear any tune on the 
radio and immediately go to the piano 
and reproduce it. Mother said he was a 
born musician. Sometimes while prac- 
ticing he would drift off into what 
seemed like a trance, and the sound that 
came from the piano was strange; soft, 
mellow music with a haunting refrain. 
When I asked him what he was playing, 
he would just stare at me and shake his 
head sadly: “I don’t know, Cathy. It was 


I didn’t see how there could possibly be another 


How 


else could he explain the things I found in his room? 


woman in Mark’s life. 


chair for the current to be turned on and 
there was a hundred to one chance that 
he electricity would fail and you would 
have another chance. I had to escape. 
My mind couldn’t stand the tension of 
1iting for the answer. Then I sudden- 
realized that if I could find the answer 
fore | heard it from Mark’s lips, it 
juldn’t hurt so. The past was the only 
swer. | had to go back into the past. 
Maybe if I had searched a little harder 
the early stages of our marriage, we 
uldn’t have to be facing each other 
ss a long glossy table top with an 
torney as the referee. 
Mark and | grew up together in a 
nall suburban town in northern New 
. My mother was a music teacher 
t the local high school and father owned 
| operated a small community grocery 
tore. I was the only child. 
Viark was small-boned like his mother 
| the other kids often teased him be- 
» his father and two brothers were 
urge. But I thought he was positively 
eautiful. His face and features were 
ill, his voice soft and husky and each 
he spoke to me I felt a warm tingle 
ing through my body. 
Because his brothers scorned and hu- 
iliated him for his size and for play- 
¢ with me and my dolls, he spent much 
over at our house. One day he 


Yet. there had to be. 


just the way I felt.” 

Mark and his mother were close, so 
very close, and I believe that their love 
for each other was the only thing that 
made life at home bearable for him. 
Then a few months before his gradua- 
tion from high school, she died. Mark 
was like a person lost and immediately 
after the funeral he packed his clothes 
and came over to our house. 

Mother and father loved him like a 
son and when he graduated they were 
the only ones present to congratulate 
him. We were proud of him. He had 
saved some money working at odd jobs 
around town and he wanted to move to 
New York to take a business course. 

The love that mother and father felt 
for Mark was quite different from the 
way I felt. My love went much deeper 
and I knew I would miss him terribly. 
I kept thinking about the pretty girls he 
would meet in New York and I cried 
bitterly the day he left. When he was 
getting on the bus, he turned to see the 
tears racing down my cheeks. “Hey 
now, what’s all this?” he jokingly asked. 
“Are they for me? You don’t need to 
waste precious tears over a weasel like 
me.” 

A year later I finished high school and 
had my own plans. I, too, wanted to go 
to New York. My folks knew how I felt 


about Mark and didn’t try to stop me, 

After a few days in New York, I gota 
job in an office, thanks to the business 
course I had taken while I was in my 
senior year at high school. I knew Mark’s 
address from the letters he had written, 
but I couldn’t find his name in the phone | 
book. So I wrote him, asking him to 
pick me up at the YWCA where I was 
staying. 

He came the following Sunday and 
when I saw him my heart felt all light, 
carefree and gay. I was so happy that I 
wanted to fling myself into his arms. 

He looked so gay and the smile on 
his lips told me that life in the city was 
agreeing with him. I remarked as we 
walked along the street how the new — 
life in the city seemed to be affecting 
him. He smiled the sweet, warm smile 
that was so much a part of him and said, 
“Well, it’s good in a way. You under- 
stand why I did it, don’t you Cathy? 
There are opportunities here, great 
chances to be someone, to get ahead. 
What kind of a future did I have in 
Riverton?” 

He explained about the new job he 
had at night. He worked from ten until 
four and got up the next morning and 
went to school. Seven nights a week he 
worked and on Saturdays and Sundays 
when he wasn’t going to school, he was 
catching up on some sleep and studying. 

“Cathy,” he said, caressing my hand 
in his, “I won’t have much time to date 
you—you understand what I’m trying 
to accomplish, don’t you?” 

““Yes—yes, Mark, I understand.” I hid 
my bitter disappointment behind a 
smile. “Maybe I could come by where 
you work some evenings and listen to 
you play?” I asked hopefully. 

“No!” he exclaimed. “What I mean 
is—it’s no place for you. It’s a club— 
like, you know, a dive and only club 
members are allowed. But it pays well, 
despite the long hours and the unpleas- 
ant surroundings. It’s more than I could 
make elsewhere.” 

I had to let it go at that because it was 
plain and simple. He didn’t want me 
around. 

A few days passed and I began to get 
dates. Two guys at the office had taken 
me out and they were nice. Through 
them I had met other nice fellows who 
liked me, so I wasn’t exactly lonely. 

One day Janis Harris, the girl who 
worked at the desk next to mine, asked 
me to be her (Continued on Page 58) 
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— ARY IS THE MONTH of ribbons and laces, hearts and flowers, 
love notes and sentimental poems; all of which means that the ever- 
popular St. Valentine’s Day is at hand. Old and young alike derive 
pleasure from sending notes to family and friends, whether they are 


comical or sentimental. 
Not to be forgotten in this month as well are the two historical birth- 


days; Washington and his traditional cherry tree and hatchet, and 
Lincoln with the patriotic touch of the log cabin. In keeping with the 
trends of this month, the Home Service Department invites you to be 
its Valentine and enjoy these ideas for your home and you. 
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Peaches de Menthe 
Combine 1 tsp. gelatin with 3 tbsps. 
water. Dissolve over hot water. Beat 
together 4 egg whites, 4% tsp. salt, 2 
tsps. Sucaryl solution, 2 tsp. cream of 
tartar, 4 drops green coloring, 2 tsps. 
Creme de Menthe. Blend in gelatin, 
spoon over diet peach slices. 48 calories. 
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WITH NON-CALORIC SWEETENERS 


Chocolate Chiffon Pie 
Brush pie plate with VY tsp. oil. Sprin- 
kle bottom and sides with Y cup 
shredded coconut. Measure 3 cup cold 
water; add | tbsp. gelatin, 2 tbsps. Su- 
caryl solution, %4 tsp. salt, 1 tsp. vanil- 
la; set aside. Melt 1 square chocolate 
in double boiler; add %4 cup boiling 
water. Cook and stir until smooth; re- 
move from heat. Blend in 2 unbeaten 
egg yolks. Add gelatin mixture, stir 
until smooth. Beat Y cup nonfat dry 
milk with % cup ice water, and \% tsp. 
cream of tartar until stiff. Add choco- 
late. Pour into pie plate, chill 1 hour. 


aS Sa ae GS Sa al hl Ge cas Si ae ne es es ee wal 


] 
| 
! 
| 
| 
l 
| 
! 
| 
! 
| 
l 
| 
L 





































is. 


cit 


he 


Se 






Li * 
‘3 

ess A | 
Banana Cream Pie 
A delectable banana cream pie that will 
simply make your mouth water, is made 
with bread crumbs, skimmed milk, gela- 
tin, Sucaryl and eggs, and contains only 
89 calories per slice. Just drop TAN’s 
Home Service Department a card if you 
want the recipe for this tempting des- 
sert. 
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O LONGER are the non-caloric 
sweeteners considered something 
e special for diabetics and sick people, but 

‘4 today they can be used for everyone in 
the family and in all sorts of diets. One 
of the newest of these products is Su- 
caryl, which retains its sweetness when 
cooked in any food at any temperature, 
has no bitter after-taste, and contains no 
calories. Clinical research and trials on 
human guinea pigs have demonstrated 
that Sucaryl is safe as well as effective. 
Although it comes both in liquid, pow- 

der and tablet form, it is most conven- 
ient for cooking. A teaspoon of Sucaryl 

| is equivalent to eight teaspoons of sugar. 
Sucaryl comes in two ways: Sucaryl 

Sodium for general use and Sucary] Cal- 

cium for persons on a low-salt diet. To 
help homemakers, Abbott Laboratories, 
manufacturers of Sucaryl, has a free 
booklet called Calorie Saving Recipes, 
which shows how to use Sucaryl in 

cooking, baking, canning and freezing. 

Recipes are given for sweetened dishes, 

desserts, beverages, etc., all of them 

| kitchen - tested by professional home 
| economists. Each recipe lists the protein, 
fat, carbohydrate and calorie counts per 
serving. The Sucaryl itself does not add 
to these counts, since it is not a nutrient 
and is completely non-fattening. This 
booklet can be ordered from the Abbott 

Laboratories in North Chicago, Ill., or 

by writing to TAN Magazine. 
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Chocolate Sponge Roll 

A chocolate sponge roll so tasty that 
the whole family will love it is made of 
Sucaryl, eggs, cake flour, cocoa, salt 
and soda, and flavored with lemon juice. 
The filling is made with cornstarch, a 
bit of cream, Sucaryl and eggs. The 
roll makes 12 servings and each serving 
contains 74 calories; if made with sug- 
ar each serving contains 154 calories. 
The directions for making will be sent 
on request. Write TAN’s Home Service 
Department and we will be happy to 
send you a complete set of these diet 
delights. 


Combine % cup instant coffee, 1 tbsp. 
Sucaryl solution, Y% cup evaporated 
milk, 2 cups skim milk. Freeze in tray 
until almost firm. Place in mixing bowl, 
break in small pieces, then beat on low 
speed until creamy. Return to tray and 
freeze until firm. Tops off any meal. 
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nap to wash a permanently pleated Acrilan skirt. After rinsing, line up and gather pleats into groups. Then using both hands, 
em taut to iron in the creases. Suction hook over kitchen sink provides safe place for indoor drip-drying. Skirt is by Lortogs. 
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HE “FASHION INSTINCT” starts at a tender age. If you haven't noticed it, 

youngsters get just as big a kick out of wearing attractive clothes as do their 
older sisters and brothers. But when you go on a shopping excursion with your 
children, try setting your sights on washables. Choosing as many washables as 
possible will cut down on upkeep costs, and will save your buying an unnecessarily 
large wardrobe which may be outgrown before it’s outworn. Even a limited suds- 
able wardrobe goes a long way, because it can be kept clean right at home, ready 
for wear at hardly more than a moment’s notice. 

When selecting washables, here are the points to look for: 

1. Fast color, pre-shrunk or shrink-resistant fabrics. 

2. Well-finished, generous seams; suitably deep hems. 
. Belts with washable backing and buckles. 
. Washable buttons and other trimmings. 
. Permanent-finish stiffening or padding that will keep its shape after washing. 
. Little white touches, such as collars and cuffs, that snap on and off after 
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washing. 
7. Washable or removable shoulder pads. 
Then, after selecting washables, follow the washing instructions on the attached 
tags or labels. If there are none, or if they are incomplete, the following information 


will serve as a reliable guide: 


SOAP & WATER 
FASENMONS 


GENERAL WASHING ADVICE 
1. Wash garments at first sign of soil; ingrained soil is more difficult to remove. “90 
2. Wash hie separately a pastels 8 dark colors. es ee 
J to tub like a duck to water. Let corduroy 

3. Pre-scrub extra-soiled areas, such as collars, cuffs, hemlines, and pocket drip dry, wash inner side. By Youngland. 
edges by rubbing with soap or detergent, or with a well-sudsed soft brush, 
before washing. 

4. If possible, let garments (except those with a permanent finish) soak briefly 
in sudsy water before washing in fresh suds. 

5. “Set” the color of a dark or bright garment by putting it through a series 
of sudsings and rinses during the first washing. The color is “established” 
when there is no trace of color left in the water; later, the garment can be 
washed safely with other colored clothes. 

6. Don’t wring or twist “miracle” fabrics because “set in” creases may be 
difficult to remove later. 

7. A blend of man-made and natural fibers should be washed as though it were 
a 100% nylon, orlon or dacron—using warm water and gentle action. 

For other tips on washing fabrics of all kinds, just drop us a note. 


9 


Scrub badly soiled areas before washing Orlon sweaters do not need blocking. Hang __Little““Man About Town” is a fashion plate 
garment. Turn down cuffs on pants, scrub to dry, or spread over a frame and “finger in washable outfit. Washable jacket must 
with lathered brush to cut washing time. press” into shape. Rack can fasten on tub. be rinsed well. By McGregor Sportswear. 
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To shampoo upholstered pieces, apply thick “dry” 


suds to small section. Scrape off after rubbing 


with sponge. Rinse by wiping with wet cloths. 





© Swish fabric lampshades 
in warm soapsuds. Rub light- 
ly with soft brush or sponge. 
Dip in cool water, shake, dry. 
© Stretch damp slip covers 
over chairs and finger pleats 
and ruffles into shape. 

@ Apply “dry” suds with 
brush to rugs and carpets. 
Lift soiled suds off with spat- 
ula, wipe with wet cloth, 
then with dry cloth. 

© Dust papered walls, apply 
heavy suds at baseboard, 
working up. Remove suds 
with damn cloth. 








N° MATTER HOW WELL the weekly housecleaning is 

organized, there comes a time when certain major omis- 
sions loom all at once. The lamp shades are dingy, the up- 
holstery and slipcovers show marks of many hands that have 
found comfortable ease on arm rests, and the window shades 
are grey with imbedded dirt. 

What to do? Well, dedicate a day or two to a Home 
Restoration Project, just as government does with historic 
buildings. Besides time, only a few simple tools are needed, 
and of these, a plentiful supply of soap or detergent suds is 
the most important. It may come as a surprise that nearly 





© Wash dirty window shades 
with “dry” suds. Clean en- 
tire width but only about 
four inches of length at a 
time. Rinse-wipe with a wet 
cloth, then wipe with a dry 
cloth. Roll shade up as you 
go. Wash both sides. 

© Dirt-smudged doors and 
window sills can be washed 
repeatedly with soap suds. 
Make a handy cleaning cad- 
dy with a basket or box filled 
with cloths, polishes, a jar 
of sudsy water and a sponge. 


everything in the home can be brought back to beauty with 


ordinary soap or detergents. Actually, from the rugs on the 
floor to the paper on the wall (if the wallpaper is washable) 
home furnishings can be restored, and it can be done in- 
expensively. 

In all cases, start by removing as much loose dust as possi- 
ble by shaking, using the vacuum cleaner or applying a 
brush. Just one more hint—Rome wasn’t built in a day, so 
don’t try to finish your Restoration Project in a single day 
either. Take time for delight in what you have accomplished, 


and remember there’s always tomorrow and tomorrow. 


























Naturally Healthy Normal Hair GROWS from 
he HAIR ROOTS in YOUR SCALP. The condi- 
n of your hair often depends heavily on the 
atural health of your scalp. Years ago, 
)OCTOR CARNOT invented a medicated tar 
formula called CARBONOEL which is mixed 
th many proven beneficial ingredients. 
ARBONOEL is such a strong, powerful 
antiseptic and does such fine work in helping 
n ITCHY, BUMPY, DANDRUFFY scalp that 
any DOCTORS regard it highly and PRES- 
RIBE it for many scalp troubles. Many 
unmnoying externally caused scalp conditions 
are greatly relieved by the use of this Triple 
trength tar formula. Write for this DOCTOR’S 
ENUINE SCALP FORMULA now. It will be 
nt to you all mixed and ready to use. USE 
FOR 7 DAYS, and if you are not satisfied, 
money back. Pay only $1.59 on delivery. 
1is includes everything. Don’t pay a penny 
ore. You get it will full directions. Use the 
est MEDICATED SCALP FORMULA your 
ney can buy. Your hair and scalp deserve 
e care. Just send your name and address 
— GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS INC, 
Dept. YC-2, Sheepshead Bay, Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 
TE:- THIS FORMULA carries a 100% 
ritten money back guarantee. 
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| NEW! Genuine DuPont Stretch Nylon Hosiery 
oe —direct from our Mills! Actually stretches 
at Only te fit your legs; more comfortable, wears 
$ A | longer. Show actual Sample which sells on 
nds and llow 


PAIR sight tof: nae 
a-pair Leading stores cell same Ary? at 

$1.65! Risk- proof onan. na Paik 7. GUARANTEE 
wins customers. rience needed. 
SEND NO MONEY: 7 Tlisend yoo FREE STRETCH 
‘OCKING., big completestyle 

00k of all hosiery styles, and aes making plans. Write: 


AMERICAN HOSIERY MILLS, Dept. 8162, indianapolis 7, Ind. 


FOR THE 


WOMAN 
> WHO 
WANTS A BABY 


Doctor's Invention Gives New Help 


Ar ny woman now gets her own special co when she will 
ost likely to become gnant—with a Doctor’s won- 
ful invention called AD IS-A- GUIDE. — ADVIS- 
GUIDE (which is a purse-size 
shows you your own special days when you are mest like’ ly 
to be fertile. Most important—these special fertile days of 
ours are the only days when you will be most likely tocon- 
ceive a child. And you get these special fertile days of yours 
y and simply when you use ADVIS-A-GUIDE. Bestof ail 
Dectors and the Church approved and recommended 
ADVIS-A-GUIDE principie. Muny women have told me their 
DVIS-A-GUIDE has helped mak» their married life a 
ver 'y happy time. It can do as much for you because you get 
100°. money-back guarai.tee. Just send me your 
and address with 25c in coins or stamps. When postman 
j s your ADVIS-A-GUiDE — sent you in a plain package 
marked personal and complete with Simple instructions—pay 
y $1.75 plus postage on this 100% money. guaran- 
tee: Use your ADVIS-A-GUIDE for 10 dage. If youare not 
) etely satisfied—if you are not delighted with the way it 
s you in your marriage relations —return it to me. I'll 
send your full purchase price right back to you by air- 
mail. (You can save 42e postage by sending full price of 
in eash or money order or check when you write to me. 
jecause then | pay all postage.) Write me Deptt 
Mrs. J. L. Fredericks, Director, Dept. 58 
BIRTH RESEARCH CO., 1000 6th Ave., New York 18, N.Y. 
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TALK 








By Jane Walters 


H!': *TEENS from Georgia to Michigan 
and from Connecticut to Kansas 
and all points west! How’s that for cov- 
ering these United States? This month 
I’d like to call to your attention one of 
the most important features about you. 
I’ve harped on personal appearance, 
party manners and budgeting, but it will 
do “nary” a bit of good to be efficient 
in these areas unless one is also able to 
converse beautifully in a well-modulated 
voice. And that’s it in a nut shell—are 
you proud of your speaking voice? 

Not many of us are, but we’re usually 
too lazy to do anything about it. Should 
you take a brief survey among your 
friends, you’d be surprised to discover 
how many smart kids actually lose their 
real personality behind an unpleasant 
voice. 

Take a simple test and see how you 
sound to others. If a tape recorder is not 
available, try this trick, it’s easy. Be- 
cause your ears are way back on the 
side of your head where they can’t catch 
all the tones, your voice doesn’t sound 
the same to you as to other people. Cup 
your hands behind your ears, making 
sure you close all the fingers. Now listen 
to yourself speak. When you do this, you 
capture all those stray parts of the tone 
and can hear yourself as others hear you. 
Sound peculiar? Don’t be shocked or 
disappointed. Most people aren’t aware 
of how they sound. 

Of course, a tape recorder would be 
a more accurate way of catching the in- 
flections of your voice. If one is handy 
in the speech room, use it. Since it is 
difficult to read with natural expression 
(and if your expression isn’t natural, 
your voice won’t be natural either), try 
talking when you are recording your 
voice. Talk about anything just as long 
as you get a natural sound. 


Listening to yourself will tell you two 
things: the kind of voice you have. and 
the kind of person you are. Every one 
uses a voice that is exactly like himself. 

There’s no doubt that speech can be 

beautiful thing. Not necessarily the 
musical rhythm of the latest slang, or 
the barbed retorts of veiled insults, but 
whether you sing, shout, berate or mum- 
ble. the sounds you utter tell the world 
what you think and feel. 

The main reason we use words is to 
make ourselves understood. And if you 
mumble through life, sounding as if 
you've swallowed marbles for lunch, 
then you’re cheating people from know- 
ing and hearing the real you. 

Whether you hail from the deep south 
where you’re used to talking in a soft, 
slow drawl, or the far north and you use 
the clipped accents of quick speech, it’s 
important that your voice be clearly un- 
derstood and pleasant. 

To see if you have a smothered voice, 
hold your fingers over your nose and say 
this sentence: “I hope it will be a clear 
day.” Now take your fingers away and 
say it. The tone should be exactly the 
same both times. If not, you have a 
smothered voice. 

To develop your voice, you have to 
exercise it, and singing is one of the eas- 
iest and most pleasant ways of starting 
the correction. The main difference be- 
tween singing and speaking is the varia- 
tions in high and low tones and the 
length of time they’re held. Many more 
things are important in singing as well 
as speech, such as breath control and em- 
phasis on special sounds. 

One final suggestion: listen to beauti- 
ful voices on the radio and records. Not 
the rock ’n’ roll swingers, but the really 
good records, and benefit from their 
clear, concise diction. 
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YOUR CHILD’S MANNERS 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


A child should always say what's true 
And speak when he is spoken to 

And behave mannerly at table 

At least as far as he is able. 


CHILD and his manners, like every- 

thing else in our changing world, 
can no longer be described as Robert 
Louis Stevenson did nearly 100 years 
ago. Today’s children behave less rigidly 
and respond with more expression to the 
freedom associated with modern living. 
Despite the trend toward social infor- 
mality, the practice of good manners has 
not been abandoned, only modified. This 
knowledge and practice of accepted 
social behavior is as essential to child- 
hood development as proper food and 
rest. 

Since a child is impressionable, prepa- 
ration for sound social adult adjustment 
should begin at home as early as pos- 
sible. The parent who practices “Do as I 
say, not as I do” will have little or no 
success. But a child who observes gentle, 
courteous and kind acts will be easily 
encouraged to imitate them. 

A child without manners is a little like 
cake without icing. After the age of four, 
rudeness and disrespect no longer seem 
“cute” in children. Between the ages of 
five and ten, the desire to please comes 
easiest to a child. With a lot of love and 
alittle practice and patience, your child 
can easily learn the “frosting” of social 
conduct which will make him a happier, 
more successful adult! The following list 
of DO’S and DON’TS may serve as a 
guide: 

Do teach your child to never interrupt 
anyone who is speaking. 

Do teach your son to remove his hat 
when talking to older persons and inside 


' the house. 


Do show your son the proper way to 
shake hands with other men and teach 
him to rise when girls or women enter 
the room. 

Do teach him to end a “yes” or “no” 
answer with a proper name. (“No, 
Mother” or “Yes, Mrs. Jones.”) 

Do show him how to listen respectfully 
to others, especially older relatives or 


friends. Direct and emphasize this spe- 
cial respect toward women, old people 
and clergymen. 


Don’t let your child stare or point at 
persons who are crippled or deformed. 

Don’t embarrass him in front of guests 
or in public. He will not learn by this 
experience until he is told exactly what 
he did wrong. Wait until you can make 
a quiet and constructive explanation at 
home. 

Don’t let your child accept a present 
or praise without a “thank you.” 

Don’t let your child accept a gift or 
money in return for an errand or an odd 
job for a guest. As a little host or hostess, 
no child should expect payment for cour- 
tesies extended to visitors. 

Don’t allow him to leave another’s 
home without saying “thank you for the 
lovely time” or to leave any group with- 
out a “goodbye.” 

Unfortunately, poor home training 
usually shows up away from home. 
Some children, despite their knowledge 
that “one mustn’t touch,” warm up to 
compliments of a good-natured hostess 
and begin to feel (and act) “at home.” 
Little Bobby jumps repeatedly from the 
sofa, handles fragile figurines or teases 
a pet cat. If this fails to attract enough 
attention, he may simply stage a temper 
tantrum. A parent who fails to stop such 
action, with or without punishment, is 
more to be blamed than the child. 

Expected or unexpected visitors, 
whether it be relatives, friends or stran- 
gers, give a child an excellent opportu- 
nity to practice good social habits. By 
example, a wise parent will express gen- 
uine welcome and enthusiasm toward 
guests in the home. The child will follow 
the cue by putting aside his game or 
turning off a favorite television program, 
just as his parents did, in order to devote 
full attention to the company. This co- 
operative spirit helps the child to fit into 
the family pattern. Soon he will feel 
at ease and confident among strangers. 
Your reward is a poised, charming 
youngster who will soon become a cour- 
teous and respected citizen. 








5 DRESSES 
For $4975 


BEAUTIFUL 
COLLECTION 
OF MODERN 
STYLE DRESSES! . 
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Look smart and stylish in these amazingly 
low priced glamorous dresses that have been 
carefully cleaned and pressed — in good 
condition for all occasions. A sensational 
assortment of gorgeous one and two piece 
modern styles in stunning colors and in a 
variety of luxurious fabrics of silks, rayons, 
gabardines, cottons, woolens, etc. Expensive 
dresses—original value up to $40. 

FREE GIFT with every order! 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE! You must 
be 100% satisfied or return dresses within 
10 days for refund! MAIL COUPON NOW! 


PEOPLES MAIL ORDER HOUSE 
15 HESTER ST., DEPT. T-2 NEW YORK 2, N.Y. 
Rush 5 assorted dresses in size circled be- 
low with Free Gift. $1 deposit enclosed. 

| pay postman balance plus C.O.D. and 
| postage. Money returned if not com- 
i pletely satisfied. 

Girl's Sizes 7, 8, 10, 12, 14 are 5 for $2.75 
| Junior Miss Sizes 9, 11, 13, 15 are 5 for 
| $3.75 

Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20, 38, 40, 42, 44, 
| 5 for $3.75 
[| Sizes 14%, 16%, 18%, 20%, 222, 2412, 
| 5 for $3.75 

Extra Large Sizes 46, 48, 50, 52 are 5 for 
| $4.75 
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Why should your hair 
say youre old and gray? 








Look younger... sz 
look lovelier... today! 


Forget those “gray hair” heartaches! Godefroy’s Larieuse 
Hair Coloring can give your hair young-looking, lovely- 
looking color right away . . . glowing lustrous color that lasts 


and lasts! 


And take a tip from professional models (like the one 
shown here) ... you’ll be prouder of your hair when you 
choose Godefroy’s Larieuse! It’s the famous brand in the 
red box, known for its dependability for more than 50 
years. Get it at your favorite cosmetic counter today! 























1. Shampoo hair thoroughly. As 2. Apply Godefroy's Larieuse 3. After color has developed, 
t dries, mix Godefroy’s Larieuse with handy applicator included shampoo hair again and set in 
as directed. in package. your favorite style. 


GODEFROY MFG. CO. - 3510 OLIVE STREET: ST. LOUIS 3, MO. 













Paper-Shell Romance 


(Continued from Page 27) 


got to be like Aubrey. In fact, only a nay. 
row escape prevented my turning out to 
have a twisted attitude toward everything 
good in life. Maybe I owe my salvation to 
the family background which I enjoyed a; 
a youngster and to the very high principles 
which were instilled in me by my minister. 
dad and Sunday School teacher-mother, 

I was brought up in the kind of family 
which spends half the week and all day 
Sunday in church. Dad was a brilliant 
pastor who could have been an important 
man in a big city church had he cared to, 
But he loved being the shepherd over 
flock of simple, God-fearing country peo. 
ple. Mom was just about the sweetheart of 
our small Southern community. Everyone 
loved her for her gentle attitude; her self. 
sacrificing kindness to the sick and poor. 

I was the only child and if my parents 
had one vice, it was their almost idolatric 
love for me. I didn’t have the expensive 
toys and clothes with which a few lucky 
children in the neighborhood were blessed, 
but I certainly had a wealth of love. Not 
only was affection showered on me by my 
family, but also by the entire community. 
Loving Mom and Dad, the whole town 
seemed to take pride in me as if I belonged 
to each family. One reason, too, was that, 
at the age of ten, I became the star attrac. 
tion of the church choir. God gifted me 
with a warm, rich voice and a natural 
sense of music and rhythm. At the time 
I was coming up, gospel music in Baptist 
churches was coming into power and our 
church had a fine gospel choir. When | 
was nine, I made my debut with the choir, 
by far the youngest member of it, for it was 


| comprised of adults. But the director was 
| convinced that mine was an unusual ability 


and thought it a cute idea to have the 
pastor’s daughter singing with the choir. 
What happened went far beyond the ex- 
pectations of the director and my family. 

Dad often bragged that it was his daugh- 
ter’s voice which put his beloved St. John 
The Baptist Church on the map. A year 
after I had begun singing regularly with 
the choir, the church sponsored us in a 
concert hall in the downtown section. The 
critics from the daily papers hailed me as 
an “amazing musical prodigy and reported 
how the overflow audience had given me 
a standing ovation after I had appeared 
with the choir and sung two or three solos. 

Overnight I became an attraction in de- 
mand throughout the community and in 
neighboring towns. In addition to being 





booked as an individual artist, I was the | 


cause of the choir’s getting numerous en- 
gagements throughout the state, singing 
for other churches and being presented in 
concert. The choir was an exceilent one, 
only it happened that I had received so 
much publicity that I became almost a 


| seven-day wonder. My increasingly suc- 
| cessful career as a child gospel singer was 
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a financial bonanza to the family for I was 
earning more money, when I was fifteen, 
than Dad did as pastor of the church. 
Then too, the fees received by the choir— 
a portion of which went to the church 
treasury—helped our struggling institution 
to become more solid. 

Happily, none of this went to my head. 
The way I was brought up, even though | 
had so much admiration and praise, | 
knew the evils of vanity. Furthermore, I 
was truly humble and gratefully proud to 
be able to be of such a help to my beloved 
parents and to the church. From an early 
age, I'd felt the meaning of the songs which 
glorified God and it constantly amazed me 
that I could be doing so wonderful a thing 
as singing them and getting paid for it 
too. Just singing would have been great 
enough for me. 

About the time I graduated from high 
school, I experienced two unusual tri- 
umphs. The leading daily paper in the 
state annually staged a gigantic music fes- 
tival in which competitions were held for 
all categories of music. I was judged the 
winner in the field of what they called 
“sacred singing,” coming out in first place 
in front of more than three hundred con- 
testants from all over the state. The second 
honor was being written up in an eight- 
page spread in a national Negro publica- 
tion as a “Child Gospel Star.” 

These two events helped shape Dad’s 
decision to encourage me in my ambition 
to make gospel singing my career. All over 
the nation, people were beginning to hear 
about the great New Orleans-born gospel 
star, Mahalia Jackson. who was making 
such an impact in the musical world and 
who had never had any formal training in 
her life. Dad decided to use some of the 
money he had saved from my earnings to 
send me to the finest music school in the 
country. Through the intercession of some 
powerful friends of his, my application was 
accepted by New York City’s fabulous 
Juilliard Institute. That’s how, at the age 
of seventeen, I became a New Yorker. 

I didn’t relish the idea of leaving home, 
never having done so in my life. except 
for short trips while on tour throughout the 
state. But I was reassured at the thought 
of living in the home of Rev. and Mrs. 
Ward. Reverend Ward had been a local 
pastor and was then filling the pulpit in 
a modest church in Long Island. I had 
known the Wards when I was a tiny thing 
and they had always loved me and I them. 
So, off I went to the storied metropolis of 
_—_— and into a new and fascinating 
ife, 


LIVING IN NEW YORK was like living 

in a dream world for me. The Wards 
gave me no chance to feel homesick for 
my parents. They were like mother and 
father to me. After my first fright at at- 
tending classes at Juilliard, I began to love 
every minute of my time in school end my 
studies at home. I became a member of 
Rev. Ward’s choir and quickly made 
friends with a number of nice girls and 


fellows who attended his church. I wrote 
Mom how flattered I was when I was in- 
vited to become a member of a club of 
girls about my age who had organized to 
put on affairs and raise money for the 
church. 

Even though my fellow-members in the 
choir and many of the members of the con- 
gregation offered generous praise about 
my voice, I had no ideas about becoming a 
star in New York as I had been in my home 
town. To my mind, New York was so big 
and fabulous that my singing was just 
something not too unusual or worthy of 
particular notice. But I was destined to 
become well known in church and gospel- 
singing circles and all because of Hattie 
Gordon. Hattie was president of our club 
and had taken it upon herself to become 
my closest friend and guide in everything 
I did. I had no objections because Hattie 
was very sweet and sensible and knew her 
way around. One of the qualities I ad- 
mired about her was her aggressiveness. 
When Hattie went out to get something, 
she came back with it. She wouldn’t take 
no for an answer. 

I found that out first hand when Hattie 
broached the idea to the club of putting on 
a special concert at the church to raise 
money for the new organ. Every organiza- 
tion in the church was tackling a project 
to help pay for the gorgeous Hammond 
and we wanted to do our share. Without 
consulting me or giving me a hint about her 
intentions, Hattie proposed that I be fea- 
tured as the main attraction of the concert. 

“Girls, I know Mabel will want to kill 
me for this because I haven’t told her my 
idea yet. But I was talking with Reverend 
last night and I found out that, unknown 
to us. our Mabel was quite a celebrity 
back in her home town. It’s no wonder 
we've all been raving about her beautiful 
voice. This girl was a big gospel star back 
home and she’s too modest to even let any- 
one know. Now, I’ve got an idea. We can 
put on this concert at the church and we 
can have something new and exciting for 
the people which will really get a big 
crowd out and raise a few hundred dollars 
for the organ fund. We can get hold of 
Mabel’s press clippings. The pastor tells 
me she got grand writeups in a number of 
important papers and a national magazine. 
So. we'll ballyhoo this concert up as a big 
thing and Mabel Ross—our Mabel—will 
be the drawing card.” 

In spite of the exclamations of agree- 
ment of the girls. I was so embarrassed, I 
wanted to go through the floor. I was furi- 
ous with Hattie and couldn’t wait until the 
meeting broke up and we were on our way 





home. 

“You shouldn’t have done that. Hattie,” I 
said angrily. “How do you know I wanted 
to star in a concert? And besides, who am 
I to come into the church—a newcomer— 
and to try to take over the spotlight. Why, 
the choir members will be jealous and 
nasty about it. Some of them have been 
with the choir for five and six years.” 

It wasn’t any use protesting. Hattie was 
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I'll Show You How to Make 
BIG MONEY the First Hour! 


Get into a high-paying business without spend- 
ing a cent! I’ll rush you, absolutely FREE, a 
powerful Starting Business Outfit. It contains 
EVERYTHING you need to start making ex- 
citing cash profits the first hour! 

As the Mason Shoe Counselor in your town, 
you can start taking easy orders the minute 
your Outfit arrives. You need no experience. 
I’ll show you how to add as much as $217.00 
EXTRA income a month for just 2 orders 
a day... how to take orders from friends, rela- 
tives, neighbors, folks where you work. 

EVERYONE wantscomfortable shoes. Mason 
Air-Cushioned shoes are backed by the Good 
Housekeeping Guarantee Seal, have been ac- 
cepted for advertising by the American Med- 
ical Association. Some topnotch men have 
taken up to 20 orders their first day... earn- 
ing up to $10 an hour! 

NOT SOLD IN STORES! _ 

Mason Shoes are not sold in stores, so folks 
must buy from YOU and KEEP buying from 
you! You feature 160 dress, sport, work shoe 
styles for men, women... with such EXTRA 
features as Air Cushion innersoles, Steel Shanks, 
work soles of Neoprene, Cork, Cushion Neo- 
prene Crepe, Safety Shoes. 

You'll run the best ‘‘shoe store” business in 
town, because you actually ‘‘carry” a greater 
selection than a store. You draw on our stock 
of over 200,000 pairs in sizes 2/2 to 15, widths 
AAAA to EEEE. No need to substitute... 
folks get the style, size, width they order. No 
wonder you can expect fast profits! 


Rush Coupon for Your FREE Outfit! 
Start now! We will rush, absolutely FREE, 
EVERYTHING you need to start making 
money the first hour! Make the extra cash you 
need ...send the coupon TODAY! 
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Send for FREE outfit! 











Mr. Ned Mason, Dept. 615 

Mason Shoe Mfg. Co., Chippewa Falls, Wis. 
Please set me up ina MONEY-MAKING BUSINESS I 
can run from home. Rush FREE and porrnela my Start- 
ing Business Outfit with EVERYTHING I need to start 
making extra cash from the very first hour! 
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a diplomat. She knew how to soothe me 
and talk me out of my objections. By the 
time we reached home I had consented to 
the plan. But I was disturbed about it 


anyhow. 


NONTRARY TO my expectations, the 
other members of the choir didn’t ap- 
pear to resent my being placed in the spot- 
light. They seemed happy for me and all 
of them took tickets to help the club put 
over the concert. When the big night ar- 
rived, you could have bought me for a 
couple of pennies. I was that nervous and 
scared. Singing before my home town 
folk as a soloist had been all right. But 
here, in the big city, where good singers 
were a dime a dozen. If someone had 
made the mere suggestion that I go off and 
hide somewhere to get out of doing the 
concert. I wouldn’t have hesitated. Never- 
theless, I had practiced and practiced day 
after day. Scared though I was, I was also 
anxious to make a big hit—to be really ac- 
cepted by these kindly people surround- 
ing me in my new life. I guess that sub- 
consciously I had the idea that the only 
reason they were accepting me thus far 
was because I was the house guest of their 
pastor. : 

[ think that was the very first time I’ve 
ever sung in public when I realized so 
fully and with such gratitude that God 
comes to your rescue when you need him. 
\t the point in the program when I was 
to appear, I stepped out on that stage, 
trembling and feeling unfit to sing a single 
note. The audience was a_ frightening, 
blurred sea of faces before me. I opened 
my mouth to sing the first note and sud- 
denly a powerful rush of strength surged 
through me with such force that I almost 
shivered with the shock. But when that 
first shock was over, I was a different per- 

mn. I could sing with more conviction 

id authority than I had ever felt in my 
life. The words and the strong. beautiful 
notes seemed to come from me without 
I felt as though I had experienced 
an inward revival. I was a different per- 

m. And when I finished the group of 
numbers I had scheduled the tears were 
hining in my eyes and the applause was 
deafening it seemed as though great 
claps of thunder were roaring over my 
head and around my ears. I stood in a 
daze until Rev. Ward came to the front of 
the church. There was a light of great 
pride glowing in his eyes and he held a 
large. lovely bouquet of roses in his hand. 
When he kissed me lightly on the cheek, I 
wanted to give vent to tears of happiness. 
[ had been accepted. New York—this 
church—they were my home. 

\fter that, things began happening with 

my career in New York City. The director 
f the choir insisted that I become one of 
the two main soloists. Several times, our 
hoir appeared at services at other 
churches in the community. Then, two 
ears after I had gone to live with the 
Wards, I gained city-wide recognition. A 
Harlem newspaper with great influence 


effort. 
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presented a large-scale gospel concert at 
Carnegie Hall. Our choir was one of the 
attractions. The idea of appearing at the 
world-famed headquarters for the world’s 
most important music filled me with an 
inspiration I had never known before. I 
sang that night with a power that had the 
audience standing, cheering and applaud- 
ing in an ovation which was noted in all 
the daily newspapers the following day. I 
had officially arrived. A few days later I 
received an invitation to appear on a gos- 
pel program with Mahalia Jackson, Rob- 
ert Anderson and other topflight stars of 
the gospel world. As a result of that pro- 
gram. a representative of one of the lead- 
ing record companies specializing in gos- 
pel music signed me to a contract. 

I'll never forget the thrill of first seeing 
my name on a record label and first hear- 
ing my own voice coming out at me 
through the speakers of a record player. 
My eyes filled with tears. I knew how 
proud Mom and Dad would be when they 
received the copies of the record which I 
had sent them. 

By the time I graduated from Juilliard, 
Hattie Gordon. who was really responsible 
for my getting off to a good start. had made 
up her mind about my career—her mind 
and mine. A girl with a keen business 
sense, Hattie announced to me that she 
was going to be my business manager and 
that we were going to accomplish great 
things together. By now I had the utmost 
faith in Hattie and I decided to go along 
with anything she suggested. 

I made no'mistake in that decision. 
Hattie became my manager. advisor. press 
agent and confidante. And she did won- 
ders. She was a cool, calculating schemer 
and a person who had faith in herself. 

“We're not getting a good deal from the 
record company.” she told me one day. 
“T’ve discovered that the royalties they’re 
paying us are less than what they pay 
most other artists. They caught you at a 
time when you didn’t know any better and 
when you were thrilled at the idea of being 
a recording artist and they rooked you.” 

I was shocked. Mrs. Bearing, the presi- 
dent of the record company, was a gracious 
woman who was always complimenting 
me and telling me how sweet I was. The 
last royalty check I had received had 
seemed a fortune to me. But I had faith 
in Hattie. Inwardly, I shuddered when 
Hattie told me she wanted me to refuse to 
sign with the company again when the 
time came around. I did make a weak 
objection. 

“But if we don’t sign up again, where 
will we get a new recording contract?” I 
asked Hattie. 

“Girl. you don’t know your own power. 
There are several labels that would give 
anything to get you,” my manager told me. 
“Your records have been selling like crazy. 
I’ve been watching Billboard and Variety 
and checking in lots of other ways. I know 
the company’s going to get the big end, but 


at least we can fight for more than we're 


” 


getting. 

Hattie turned out to be right. Mrs. Bear. 
ing came to me in tears after Hattie laid 
down the law to her. But I told her I had 
nothing to do with it. My manager was 
handling everything. Hattie lied shame. 
lessly about all the offers we had received 
from competing companies and _ finally 
Mrs. Bearing gave in, doubling the royalty 
percentage we had been receiving. 

“You see,” Hattie told me triumphantly 
after we’d signed the contract. “All it 
takes is a lot of faith and a little nerve.” 

Hattie had both. She began getting en. 
gagements for me at the highest figures, 
I'd wondered if she knew what she was 
doing several times when she turned down 
people who offered money which seemed to 
me more than adequate. But she held out 
and got her price. 

“They'll come around,” was her favorite 
expression. And they usually did. 

Like I said, I had the utmost faith in 
Hattie and I followed her every suggestion 
—until I met Aubrey Hodge. And when 
I met Aubrey, I couldn’t follow anyone 
but him. That’s the way it got to be with 
me. 


T HAPPENED like this. There was a 
big benefit at Madison Square Garden 
for multiple sclerosis. With her charac- 
teristic aggressiveness, Hattie had ar- 
ranged to have me invited to participate. 
I was on a lineup with some of the most 
talked-about stars of the day. It was a 
most glittering affair. 

Aubrey Hodge was introduced to me by 
the producer of the show. Aubrey was one 
of the New York public relations men who 
had volunteered his services for the cause. 
I was proud of him immediately because 
I had always been skeptical about press 
agents. Most of those I had met had been 
nickel hustlers who would promise you 
anything for five dollars and then wouldn't 
even deliver five dollars’ worth. But Auv- 
brey was different. I could tell that. | 
could tell by the way he looked, talked and 
acted. I could tell by the respect which he 
was given by the important people who 
were in charge of the drive. 

But Aubrey was disturbing. Personally 
disturbing. Naturally, since I had been in 
New York I had met attractive men, men 
who had dated me, who had expressed an 
interest in me. even some who aroused my 
interest. But nothing had ever happened 
to me yet to upset my emotional balance. 
When I met Aubrey that was just what 
happened. I was flustered, ill at ease and 
embarrassed. The reason? I had never 
been gazed at by eyes as soft and pene 
trating. I had not looked upon shoulders 
so broad and a smile so infectious—r 
heard a voice so deep and commanding. 
This Aubrey was something, and whatever 
that something was, it moved me from the 
first meeting. 

“I’ve heard a great deal about you and 
always wanted to know you,” he told me 
after the introduction. 
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It was a stock phrase which I'd heard 
before—which everyone who appears be- 
fore the public has heard a thousand times. 
But when he said it, and the way he said 
it, it was like a tribute; not just words. 

“Will you sing a special song for me?” 
Aubrey asked. 

I said I would. And I did. And I sang it 
extra well because I was haunted by those 
eyes and that voice. I didn’t know it, but 
[ was in love. 

After the program, Aubrey « 
dressing room. 

“You were wonderful, honey,” he told 
me. “I could listen to you sing for hours. 
Why, you do those gospels with a bounce 
in fine style. I'll bet you could make a 
million singing the blues.” 

I was touched by the compliment. But 
somewhere in my brain a little warning 
bell was ringing as Aubrey talked about 
the blues and what a sensation I’d be in a 
theatre or night club. It wasn’t that I had 
anything against the blues and jazz music. 
In fact, I loved it. But, ever since I’d been 
a wee thing, I’d had it ingrained in me 
that you didn’t mix church music with pop- 
ular. It just had never seemed right to 
me to even think of them in the same 
minute. I wished many times afterwards 
that I had listened to that warning bell. 
But I was so infatuated with Aubrey and 
so flattered that he liked my talent and 
was paying me attention that nothing else 
seemed important then. 

Aubrey asked if he could take me home 
so Reverend and Mrs. Ward decided to be 
diplomats and “let the young folks enjoy 
themselves.” 


‘ame to my 


“Don’t keep our baby out too late.” Rev- 
erend Ward told him. 
I could have gone through the floor. 


But [ think I 
if I’d been 
sensing my 


Reverend Ward was sweet. 
would have been his “baby” 
thirty-five. Aubrey grinned, 
discomfort. 

“Come on, baby,” he told me teasingly 


after the Wards had left us. 
\\ E DROVE UPTOWN on the beautiful 
West Side Highway. With the sure 
skill of a trained reporter (he had worked 
on several of the nation’s leading weeklies 
before becoming an independent 
agent) Aubrey got my life story out of me 
as we drove. He had a way of asking 
questions which would have been imperti- 
nent coming from anyone else. But. com- 
ing from him, they seemed just right and 
utterly harmless. There was an unusual 
quality in his manner which persuaded 
you to trust him. I’m sure I told him many 
things that first night which I’d never con- 
fided to anyone else. 

“Like to stop by a little hangout of mine 
for a drink and a sandwich?” he invited 
as we neared Harlem. 

“The little hangout” turned out to be 
Smalls Paradise. All the time I'd been liv- 
ing in New York I’d never seen this place 
Which has such a fabulous reputation 
around the country. I'd always wanted to 
go there but just never found the oppor- 
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tunity or the right person to take me. Most 
of the kids from the church who I dated 
took me to neighborhood movies or to gos- 
pel concerts. I was properly impressed by 
the big-time, sophisticated atmosphere of 
the place and the dress and manner of 
the people who seemed to be representa- 
tive of Harlem’s wealthy class. The door- 
man, the bartenders and the headwaiter all 
knew Aubrey and went out of their way 
to extend service to him. As we sat at an 
intimate little table Aubrey pointed out 
various celebrities, a few of the topflight 
names in show business. A couple of them 
came over to the table to speak to him 
and he introduced them to me. I was awed. 
Ella Fitzgerald—the great Ella—strolled 
past and, catching sight of Aubrey, 
promptly leaned over to kiss his cheek, 
then smiled at me charmingly. Louis Jor- 
dan paused to kid Aubrey about some 
secret joke they shared. 

“You know all these people?” I de- 
manded incredulously. 

“Lots of people know them,” Aubrey 
told me airily. “The important thing to me 
s that they know me.” 

i I wondered if I detected conceit in the 
tatement. Instead, I construed it as a 
frank and very logical thing for him to 
iy. I tried to steer the conversation into 
channels I was interested in. I wanted to 
know, for instance, if Aubrey was married. 

“Have been,” he admitted. “Didn’t work 
My fault. I’m real tough to get along 
with.” 

It was an old gimmick: a man who’s 
truly tough to get along with or truly no- 
good frankly tells a girl he’s just met about 
his weaknesses. Of course, she doesn’t be- 
lieve it and the fact that he said it himself 
before she heard it elsewhere only in- 

j ereases her confidence and makes her a 
etup for a real good letdown. But how 
I to know that? At that moment, I 

s sure that any girl who had been mar- 
ried to this wonderful guy had been a fool 

» let him go. 

Aubrey had ordered scotch for both of 

without consulting me. I’d only tasted 
the stuff once in my life and I remembered 
vondering why people drank it. But I 
didn’t want him to think I was a square 

id really the “baby” Reverend Ward had 

illed me. So, while I’d have much pre- 
ferred a nice cold bottle of pop, I went 
long with the program. The time flew 
nd the Scotch kept coming. Aubrey could 
eally put it away and I tried to keep up 

th him. The conversation was so good 

id being alone with him like this—even 

the midst of a crowd—was nothing less 

in exciting. 

[ got a line on his background, how he’d 
grown up in New York City, graduated 
from high school and disappointed his 
lks by not continuing his education. Au- 

had gotten a job on a newspaper 
ight after he got out of high school. 
“What was the point in going to school 
learn to be a newspaperman so I could 
get a job on a newspaper when I could get 
1 job on a newspaper and learn to be a 
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newspaperman without going to school?” 
he asked. 

I thought it was so very clever the way 
he used words like this, saying things 
which, at first, seemed confusing. When 
you figured them out, they made nothing 
but sense. At least, to me. Aubrey could 
have told me the moon was made of swiss 
cheese that night and I’d have believed it. 

No one had ever believed he’d turn out 
to be anything worthwhile, for Aubrey 
kept hopping from one newspaper job to 
another, working in so many different 
phases of the business that his father con- 
stantly asked him if he thought he really 
knew what he wanted. What Aubrey’s 
folks and friends didn’t understand about 
him was that he didn’t care particularly 
for any kind of job except to get experi- 
ence on a broad level and to increase his 
contacts. He made friends with many in- 
fluential people in show business and be- 
came a columnist for one of America’s top 
papers. Then. a top singer had opened his 
mouth, and put his foot into it with a 
thoughtless remark made to a reporter. 
The press jumped down on him and Au- 
brey saw his chance. 

Aubrey became the star’s press agent, 
gradually and skillfully straightened things 
out so that the star wasn’t in hot water any 
longer with either press or public. His rep- 
utation for representing show people 
spread and now he was operating his own 
little agency and had a number of theatri- 
cal clients—some of the very same people 
we met that night at Smalls. I didn’t truly 
understand the functions of a press agent, 
and when I asked Aubrey about that, he 
really started talking. He loved his work 
and he explained many things about it; 
how a good press agent not only writes 
releases and plants items in columns, but 
also thinks up gimmicks and projects to 
place his client in a more favorable light or 
to increase the client’s popularity. 

“Don’t believe all this baloney you hear 
about press agents being nothing but pho- 
nies and bull artists,” he told me earnestly. 
“It’s a profession these days. a dignified 
and hard working profession. Good press 
agents today have principles and _ stand- 
ards just as well as a doctor or lawyer 
has.” 

I was so entranced by the conversation 
that when I happened to glance at my 
watch, I was horrified to see how the time 
had flown. It was two-thirty already. I'd 
never been out before past midnight and 
we had a long drive to Long Island. 

I told Aubrey I’d better be getting home. 

I had another reason beside the lateness 
of the hour. 

Unused to drinking, I was finding myself 
somewhat on the woozy side from the 
scotch. I felt so good it scared me—light- 
headed and irresponsible. Especially, I felt 
very tender toward Aubrey. 

Shall I blame it on the drinking that I 
sat in the car for half an hour after we'd 
reached the house in Long Island and let 
Aubrey make the kind of love to me for 
which I’d have slapped any other boy’s 





face? Partially, it was because I was high, 
But mainly it was because I wanted tp, 
When Aubrey put his arm around me and 
drew me close, I knew a heart-pounding 
ecstasy that made me offer him my parted 
lips. Then I was locked in his arms, as 
close to him as possible, quivering and 
moaning little moans as the kiss changed 
from a light, loving caress to a thing of 
heat and passion. 

“T sure would like to call you my baby,” 
Aubrey whispered. 

“I'd like you to,” I whispered back. 

The lights suddenly flashed on in the 
house and I saw Reverend Ward peering 
anxiously out the window. He could see 
us in the car in each other’s arms. Nery. 
ously, I told Aubrey good night, getting 
his promise to call me later in the day, 
Then I went in to face the music. 


OTH THE WARDS were up. They had 

been getting concerned about me. They 
were more concerned when they smelled 
liquor on my breath and they heartily dis. 
approved of my conduct in the car with 
Aubrey. 

“I’m shocked and disappointed in you, 
Mabel,” Reverend Ward said gently. “I 
didn’t believe the young man was your type 
when I first saw him. But I didn’t want to 
interfere. Now I know I should have done 
so for your own benefit. What would your 
parents think of us if they knew we had 
allowed you to stay out half the night, to 
come home with your breath reeking of 
liquor and to make an unlady-like specta- 
cle of yourself in plain daylight in a 
parked car right in front of your church 
parsonage?” 

It all made me sound so cheap and sor- 
did and it made Aubrey appear the lowest 
type of heel. In my right senses, I would 
have realized the justice in Reverend 
Ward’s pained words, the hurt expression 
on Mrs. Ward’s face. But I wasn’t in my 
right mind. I was inflamed with infatua- 
tion. Without a word of apology or de- 
fense I slipped off to bed, but not to sleep. 
Staring at the ceiling of my bedroom, | 
came to a tortured decision. I could see 
trouble ahead. I knew that if I insisted on 
seeing Aubrey again, the Wards would feel 
duty-bound to report the incident to my 
mother and father who would perhaps be 
alarmed enough to send for me to come 
home or to make a trip to New York to 
“rescue” me. I knew that I had to see 
Aubrey. I knew that I couldn’t leave New 
York now. I knew that I didn’t want to be 
rescued. 

There was only one thing to do: leave 
the Wards’ roof. I was of age. I was eart- 
ing sufficient money to be on my own. | 
had a pretty good bank account from roy: 
alties on my records and earnings for per 
sonal appearances. I wasn’t a child any 
longer and I refused to be treated like one. 

That day I was out of bed early enough 
to catch Reverend Ward before he left for 
the church. I told him and his wife what 
I had decided to do. They argued and tried 
to talk me out of it, but I think they were 
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was high § truly relieved. As much as they loved me, an apartment in New York City. I wasn’t] , 
anted to, they didn’t want to face the responsibility prepared for opposition from her. Hattie | | 
1 me and} which my living with them created. They _ listened attentively as I told her frankly 
,ounding | made several stipulations: that I would in- all that had happened. 
Y parted | form my parents that I was moving, that I “Mabel, are you sure you’re doing the 
arms, as | let them know where I was moving, that right thing?” she asked anxiously. “You |} 
‘ing and} [ keep in touch with them and let them don’t even know this man. Suppose he|} 
changed | know if I ever needed their help or advice. turns out to be everything you don’t want. | 
thing of “And one other thing,” Mrs. Ward said I don’t want to jump to conclusions, baby, 
in a pleading kind of way. “Mabel, please but to me, he sounds like another slick 
y baby.” | don’t forget about the church. We’d love to operator, more interested in you from a 
have you stay with our church and remain commercial point of view or because he 
back. in the choir. But even if you can’t see can wrap you around his little finger physi- 
. in the | your way to do that, won’t you promise to cally.” 
peering | become connected with some other church My nerves were on edge and I was tired 
nuld see | in the city? We don’t want you to turn of having everyone judge Aubrey so 
s. Nery. | your back on God.” harshly and insinuate that I was a little 
getting I was strangely irritated by the last sug- _ fool. 
he day, | gestion. It was almost as if they believed I “Look, Hattie,” I said angrily, “if you caiiieiaiiliacs 
was leaving them to indulge in a life of | don’t want to help me, just come out flat- 3UARANTEED 
sin. What was so sinister about Aubrey footed and say so. I can make it without OR YOUR, MONE ¥ 
hey had | that they would assume I would become your help and I’m not asking for advice. ere 
e. They | Godless just because I wanted my freedom My mind’s made up and no one can change 
smelled | to choose my own company and to live my _ it. As for Aubrey, you are jumping to con- 
tily dis. own life? I concealed this irritation, how- clusions and, if you’re going to continue 
ar with ever. The Wards were wonderful people to be my manager, you'd just as well make 
and they had certainly befriended me. I up your mind to try to get along with him 
in you, accounted for their attitude by remember- because he’s going to help advise me on 
tly. “| | ing that they thought they were acting in my career from now on and you'll have to 
ur type | my best interest. work together.” 
want to When I was alone in the parsonage, I I shall never forget the shocked, hurt 
ve done phoned the office number which Aubrey look on Hattie’s face at my curt words and 
Id your had given me. An efficient female voice an- high-handed manner. But she crossed the 
we had swered—his secretary, Jane Rowe—and I room and kissed me lightly on the cheek. 
ight, to was connected with Aubrey. “You’re upset. dear,” she said sooth- 
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pealing, scared look. I knew she wanted 
me to speak up, to back her. I evaded her 
eyes, looked over at Aubrey who was smil- 
ing his charming smile and looking slightly 
superior. 

‘I really think Aubrey knows best about 
that, Hattie,” I said. “He has been in the 
business for some time.” 

That was when Hattie exploded. 

“Business!” she stormed. getting to her 
feet angrily. “Can’t you two think of a 
better word to apply to singing God’s mu- 
? You act like it’s some sort of racket 
ind we're sitting here scheming up ways 
to lick the machine. You ought to be 
ashamed of yourself, Mabel. You’re getting 
ready to make a farce of this whole thing, 
to become a hypocrite. Well, personally, I 
wash my hands of it all. Unless you come 
to your senses immediately, I’m returning 
your contract tomorrow.” 

She picked up her coat and stalked out 
the door. 

[ started after her. started to call her 
name. I didn’t want Hattie to desert me. 
She had meant so much as a friend and if 
it hadn’t been for her. I wouldn’t have any 
career or reputation. But Aubrey laid a 
restraining hand on mine. 

“Let her go. darling.” he said. “It’s just 

well. She just doesn’t understand. I'll 
be your manager, press agent—and every- 
thing you need.” 

He was holding me in his arms. 

Oh darling,” I sobbed. going closer into 
his arms. His arms were so strong. I was 
positive he was everything I needed. 

Hattie’s contract came back in the mail 
with a brief note. She was sorry for her 
angry words of the day before. but she still 
stuck to her position. She hoped she was 
vrong and wished me much luck and hap- 
piness. I felt a deep sense of loss, reading 
the note. But it was gone when the tele- 
phone rang and Aubrey boomed terrific 
news over the wire. He had arranged for 
nterviews for feature stories in an impor- 


tant publication. 


the 


lhat was the way things began happen- 
e under Aubrey’s professional handling. 


Big publicity began breaking for me. Au- 
brey signed me to appear at a big jazz 


festival where a segment of the show was 
to be devoted to gospel music. I was at 
first disturbed at the idea of singing on 
same program with jazz personalities. 
But Aubrey talked me out of the notion 

t there was anything wrong with it. 
Subtly he was changing my attitude to- 
ward gospel music. Music was a ministry 
itself, he argued. If it was Christian for 
minister of the gospel to go into a tavern 
1 sin house and preach the Holy Word, 
then shouldn’t a gospel singer be 
heard everywhere where the message of 
her music could help sinners? Basically, 
\ubrey’s position was sound. But what I 


why 


didn’t know was that his intentions were 


that the Devil was quoting Scrip- 


rotten 


ite. 
| didn’t even wake up when Aubrey be- 
in conniving with the record company to 


change the nature of some of the record- 
ings I was making. He had told me he 
wanted me to do inspirational songs. But 
soon, without even protesting, I was turn- 
ing out material which bordered between 
the inspirational and outright popular mu- 
sic. It was when the first of these record- 
ings hit the market that Dad decided to 
pay me a visit and I broke my last tie with 
everyone near to me but Aubrey. 


SENSED TROUBLE the minute Dad’s 

wire came. He said he was coming to 
New York to spend a day with me and 
hoped it wouldn’t be inconvenient. I failed 
to realize that something must be basically 
wrong with me if I reacted negatively 
against seeing Dad. What I didn’t know 
then is that there can be nothing but evil 
in the kind of love which makes you want 
all other love to be destroyed and sacri- 
ficed. 

Dad got down to the subject immedi- 
ately. He had been uneasy for some time, 
he said. He felt that I was changing, get- 
ting away from the spiritual in my career. 
There were rumors that I was being built 
up to become a blues singer or a pops 
artist. 

“I've got nothing against that kind of 
career, daughter.” Dad told me. “But I 
want to beg you to be honest with your- 
self. Make up your mind. If you’re going 
to continue to sing for God. sing for Him 
and Him alone and don’t let temptations 
of money and prestige sway you from that. 
But don’t make a farce of the thing. Don’t 
mix the two. Don’t say you’re one thing 
and live another.” 

I don’t know what came over me. I don’t 
know why I didn’t see the truth and the 
logic in Dad’s advice. But I was stubborn 
and feeling guilty. I knew that Dad must 
feel instinctively that I was living a life of 
sin with Aubrey, that I was being influ- 
enced. seduced away from the principles 
of my home training. I resented Dad’s un- 
spoken condemnation of me. So I flew 
into a horrible. unreasoning rage. I said 
that everyone was trying to run my life. I 
said that people who had been sponging 
on me, living on my money were now try- 
ing to tell me what to do to keep earning 
money. I Dad’s widen with 
amazement. his jaw sag as I made those 
remarks. He stood up heavily. 

“You have changed, daughter,” he said 
sadly. “I never thought the day would 
come when you'd throw it up in your 
father’s face that your mother and I have 
accepted money you’ve been sending us. 
You must know that very little of it has 
been used by us personally. You must real- 
ize that we’ve put most of it in the church. 
But we can do without it. I think I’d better 
be getting back home. Remember, we love 
you very much—your mother and I.” 

My eyes were brilliant with tears as I 
saw the tall, proud man I loved walk slowly 
out of my door. I was sick with shame for 
the way I’d acted. But I couldn’t find the 
words to admit it. 


saw eyes 


The next day, Aubrey proudly waved 
before my eyes a check made out in five 
figures. It was a deposit on a new record- 
ing contract with a bigger company. 

“How did we get so much money?” | 
demanded excitedly. 

He chucked me under the chin. “Manev. 
vering,” he explained. “Maneuvering.” 

I found out what he meant all too soon, 
The contract stipulated that I was to re. 
cord whatever material the company se. 
lected. I had no control over my records 
now. Aubrey had signed away, or let me 
sign away, my rights. 

I was sick and sad about it. Now I be. 
gan to know what the Wards had meant, 
what Hattie and Dad had meant. But I 
was determined to show them a thing or 
two. I’d stick with Aubrey. It was my life. 

In the ensuing year, I became one of the 
hottest attractions in the country. My rec. 
ords climbed to the best seller lists. My 
fees for personal appearances soared. Then 
the payoff came—when Aubrey booked me 
into a night club. 

It was one of the biggest clubs in New 
York—a jazz spot. They had been after me 
for some time, but this was one law I would 
not break. The club had offered fantastic 
money. I had refused. But now, Aubrey 
explained, it was all set. I demanded to 
know why. 

“Everything’s great, honey,” he said. 
“The management has agreed that you 
can do an all-spiritual program at the club. 
No jazz. Just think. You'll be the first 
gospel singer in history to take religious 
music into a high class cafe. You might 
almost call it missionary work and just 
think of all the publicity.” 

Stubbornly I argued with Aubrey and 
stubbornly he held out. 

Then. in the middle of the argument, he 
said suddenly: 

“You know. you’re too hard-headed to be 
just a sweetheart. I’ve got to have more 
time with you to argue more efficiently. 
How about marrying me, right now?” 

I could hardly believe my ears. This was 
the question I’d been wanting to hear. This 
was the question I’d begun to believe | 
wouldn’t hear. The attitude of the Wards. 
Hattie and even Dad had insinuated that 
Aubrey wasn’t really in love with me, that 
he was exploiting me. Now I knew they 
had been wrong. Aubrey really loved me. 

Nothing more was said of the night club 
engagement which was to begin in a 
month. We were both full of plans about 
getting married. There would be no trim- 
mings, no fancy stuff. We'd just do it 
quietly. At least, that was what I thought. 

There was an unspoken agreement be- 
tween us that, although I was still uneasy 
about the night club thing, I had given in 
to Aubrey’s wishes. 


NE EVENING, two weeks before the 
night club date was to begin, I went 
to Aubrey’s office late in the afternoon. We 
were to go shopping for some clothes for @ 
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week end honeymoon trip. On our return. 
I was to go into the night club date. 

Finding Aubrey’s outer office deserted, I 
figured that Jane Rowe had gone for the 
day. Then I heard Aubrey’s low-pitched 
yoice coming from his office. I heard him 
mention my name, and I thought he must 
have been talking to someone on the tele- 
phone. Never dreaming that I might 
be invading a privacy that I was not in- 
tended to share. I quietly dropped my bag 
and coat and started to slip into his office 
to surprise him. 

The surprise was all mine, for as I quiet- 
ly stepped inside, a shocking sight greeted 
me. Aubrey was not talking on the tele- 
phone. He was talking to Jane Rowe. And 
he didn’t have to talk loud for her to hear 
him. She was sitting right on his lap. Her 
back was to me, and she shielded me from 
Aubrey’s view. His voice was soft and con- 
vincing as he told her: 

“You don’t have a thing to be jealous 
about. Can’t you see that this girl is a 
virtual gold mine, and that she can save 
the business from sinking any lower. How 
much longer do you think we can go on 
pretending to the public and creditors that 
we're the success we are supposed to be?” 

Jane Rowe mumbled something in Au- 
brey’s ear. and then I heard his voice again. 

“I’ve told you that no one can take your 
place,” he said to her. “As for Mabel, I see 
no other -way to make certain of holding 
her except by marrying her. But if you 
think for one minute that she holds a can- 
dle to you in my heart. you’re ridiculously 
misled. So just go along, darling, won’t 
you? Things will change overnight. I’ve 
got all the newspaper boys alerted to our 
marriage. It will take the top headlines. 
Then we fall into the club on this deal IT 
set up and from there on out it’s gravy. 
Nothing has to change between you and 

e.” Then their lips were locked in a kiss. 

I didn’t feel like crying—I was too 
empty for tears. I don’t think I even have 
regrets for having been a fool. 

I got out of Aubrey’s office fast. I didn’t 
go back to my apartment. Instead, I went 
straight to the Wards’ home. Reverend 
Ward answered the door and that 
when I started crying. Holding me in his 
arms and patting my shoulder gently, 
told me: 

“Tt’s all right. baby. You’re home again.” 

I remembered how I had once resented 
his calling me “baby.” 

I don’t know how Aubrey got out of his 
commitment with the night club, or how 
the business fared without the rescue I 
would have brought it. I don’t care. I sent 
Aubrey a curt note. telling him that I had 
visited his office at an inopportune time. 
“You'll understand why I don’t consider 
it necessary to see you again,” I wrote. 

I'm back with the choir now, singing the 
songs I feel, the songs that tell the glory 
of God. Hattie, my old friend and mana- 
ger, is back at my side. And maybe one of 
these days a man will come along who is 
for real. 


was 


THE END 
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My Husband’s Secret 


(Continued from Page 40) 


roommate. She had a four-room apartment, 
and her former roommate had gotten mar- 
ied and moved out. 

Janis was an attractive girl and very 
popular with the fellows. The phone at our 
house was always ringing. It was like being 
in high school again. I was having a lot of 
fun, but deep down inside the flame for 
Mark was still burning. 

When he would come around sometimes, 
twice a month on Sundays he didn’t look 
happy. He had lost that sweet, warm smile 
that I loved so much and we would just sit 
and stare at each other. One afternoon I 
couldn’t take his nonchalant attitude any 
longer and I exploded: “Look, Mark, you 
don’t have to try and be nice to me on 
account of my folks. I’m not a little coun- 
try girl lost in the city, you know. I know 
my way around. And if that’s the way you 
you don’t have to come around any- 


feel 
mol a 

“No! No! You’ve got me all wrong, 
Cathy,” he rallied. “That’s not the reason. 
I’ve just been thinking: am I good enough 
for you?” 

‘Good enough for me?” I cried, wanting 
to tell him how much my heart ached for 
him, how I felt when he touched me and the 
soothing sensation that ran through me 
each time I looked into his eyes. But, in- 
stead, I said, “Stop being ridiculous, 
Mark.” 

He gave my hand a slight pat and a 
brief, dissatisfied smile creased his lips. 

Thanks for saying so, anyway. Maybe 

later, we can get together. I guess I’m 
ist tired and my imagination ran away 
ith me.” 

Janis didn’t like him. He was too slender 

d goodlooking for her. 

‘Don’t judge every book by its cover, 
Janis,” I said, defending him and at the 

ime time trying to suppress the anger that 
vas rising in me. “It’s what’s inside that 
iakes it a best seller.” 

“Well,” she said, “that’s the way you 

it, but to me he’s hopeless.” 

‘He is not,” I shouted, my temper flar- 

with each word. “Maybe you can’t go 
vith a guy unless he is built like a foot- 
ball player, but I’m not like that. Mark is 

for me. You can have your supermen, 
got brains.” 

\ year passed and I would see him often, 

dates ending with a friendly kiss and 

warm smile. But it was enough for me, 
because I knew that someday he would ask 
to be his wife. 

My desire was fulfilled a few months 
later upon his graduation from business 

llege. He immediately obtained a job 
th a large manufacturing firm that had 
branches in several cities. With no more 
ght work he was free to see me almost 
y evening. And on one of those nights 


ifter we had said goodnight he started 


Te) 


away but turned sharply and said, “Cathy.” 


“Yes, Mark,” I started back out the door. 

“Cathy, marry me.” 

Those were the most beautiful words I 
had ever heard and they kept ringing in 
my ears like a dozen bells each time I 
nodded my head and said, “Okay, Mark, 
okay.” And I was in his arms shouting de- 
liriously to the world that at last he was 
mine. He was all mine. 


V E FOUND a heavenly little apartment 

in Greenwich Village. Mark thought it 
was a perfect choice and location. Mother 
and Father gave us the piano that Mark 
had played his first tune on as a wedding 
gift. 

That was what he wanted, his own 
piano and this one more than any other. 
At night he used to play to his heart’s con- 
tent. There were never any complaints 
from the neighbors, because most of them 
were engaged in various phases of show 
business. They often asked me why Mark 
chose the job he did instead of a musical 
career. It was something that Mark never 
discussed and I didn’t ask him. 

We were trying to save money, so I kept 
my job. Each week he would bring me 
presents. The firm he worked for manufac- 
tured ladies’ garments and he got them at 
a reduction. I felt selfish because he never 
bought anything for himself and it was 
only after I brought home some shirts for 
him one day that he stopped bringing me 
presents. His actions disturbed me, but I 
felt that whatever he did he had a good 
reason for it, and to me that was 
enough. 

Our marriage was wonderful for the 
simple reason that as long as I could re 
member I had loved Mark, and now I was 
his wife. I was his wife and no one or 
nothing could change that fact. He was 
mine and he would always be mine. I was 
happy and content ... until I began to 
notice how interested he was becoming in 
other women. 

One evening we made one of our infre- 
quent visits to a night club and it was 
only after the show that I realized why he 
wanted to come to that particular club. 
There was a dancer on the show billed as 
“The Flame” and he seemed to have for- 
gotten that I was present as he danced 
over the floor in a spasmodic fury. Then 
there was another time on the street when 
he turned suddenly to glance at a hip- 
swaying woman in a tight skirt. That had 
been one time too many and I flared out 
jealously: “You don’t have to sneak a look, 
turn around and follow her, don’t mind 
me.” 

“Can’t a man turn around to look back 
if he wants to?” he snapped. 

“Yes,” I replied. feeling a bitter resent- 
ment for the woman in the tight skirt, “but 


good 


it all depends on what he is Jooking at.” 

There was still another time at the 
movies when my suspicions were aroused 
that the wonderful marriage I cherished so 
was being jeopardized by Mark’s desire 
for other women. As we sat watching the 
picture, I noticed his eyes tensely fixed on 
the lovely star. She was beautiful and ex. 
otic and after the picture had changed, he 
seemed depressed and was ready to leave. 
His eyes had a strange, faraway look. 
When I talked to him he didn’t seem to 
hear me. 

When we reached home, he immediately 
started playing the piano as if he had been 
inspired by the woman to play. I was fully 
forgotten as he played music that was 
strange and exotic. Music that throbbed 
with a primitive passion and then, with an 
abrupt change, flowed gently and sweet, 
dreamy with a tenderness that I had never 
heard. Those were the nights I tearfully 
crawled into bed alone, listening to but 
not understanding the strange mysterious 
music that flowed from his fingertips. Then 
as the music died away with a whispering 
longing, he would climb in beside me, com- 
pletely unaware of my humble existence. 

Each day I would stare at that piano and 
wish it was human so that I could fight it. 
I wanted to lash out at it because it was 
so able to interpret his moods in a way 
that I couldn’t understand. I was his wife, 
but I couldn’t understand him. I couldn’t 
figure out that other part. The part that 
he was so carefully hiding from me. Why? 
What kind of a woman did he know that 
drove him to play like that? What was 
the secret? 


GOT OFF from work an hour each day 

before Mark did and that gave me time 
to do a little shopping, change clothes 
and start dinner before he arrived. One 
afternoon. he came home with a wide smile 
showering his face. He swept me off my 
feet and whirled me around in a crazy 
dance step. Then, holding me up in the 
air, he kissed me. I hadn’t been kissed like 
that in quite some time and I felt weak all 
over. 

“Guess what?” he shouted, holding me 
limply out from him. Then, abruptly, with- 
out awaiting a reply, “I’ve just been pro- 
moted and got a nice raise, teo. How you 
like that?” 

“Oh, Mark.” My breath had suddenly 
rushed back. “How perfectly wonderful.” 

“Hold it now,” he = said cautiously. 
“There’s a catch to it. You see they are 
opening up a new branch in Connecticut 
and I have to be there seven days out of 
every thirty. It’s a small town about a 
hundred miles from here.” 

I felt bitter inside at the thought of be- 
ing away from him for even one night, but 
I managed to say, “I’ll be lonely while 
you’re away, Mark, but if it means an ad- 
vancement for you, darling, I—” 

“Sure, honey. that’s why I took it. It 
came at a good time because it was get- 
ting harder and harder to fight off want- 
ing—” His words trailed off into an echo. 
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“Wanting what, Mark?” I asked. His 
smile faded as he dropped his head shyly 
and started over to the piano. I knew what 
he was going to do. “Why don’t you tell 
me. Mark?” I started over to him. “Mark, 
[| want to help. Please tell.” The sudden, 
violent. crashing of the chords snapped my 
head back and I stopped in my tracks. The 
fight was on and I watched him, fighting 
with all the strength he possessed; with 
tears hot, stinging in my eyes, I turned and 
ran out. 


S THE months passed by, he was hap- 
py again. I noticed a change in him. 
He didn’t let his eyes stray when he saw 
While at home he devoted 


other women. 
I was 


more time to me than to the piano. 
beginning to feel that the week he was 
away from me was the answer to our prob- 
lem. It made me happy just to see him 
happy. Oh, there were times whe’. he came 
home and I was a bit unsure of things. In- 
timate moments, for example. that seemed 
to be losing some of their spontaneous 
quality, but I convinced myself that it was 
only my imagination. 

He had rented a small apartment in 
Connecticut. “It is more convenient for 
me.” he said. “I can keep a lot of my stuff 
there instead of lugging it back and forth 
on the train.” 

One Sunday evening after Mark had 
caught the last train out to Connecticut, 
I felt ill. An illness that I had anxiously 
awaited. But wanting to be sure. I went 
to the doctor the next day and that Friday 
morning he confirmed my belief. I couldn’t 
wait for Mark to come home that Saturday 
night to tell him the good news. so I took 
the rest of the day off and rented a car. 
I had a joyous yearning to make it a real 
holiday. It would be fun. I thought. driv- 
ing home together through the wooded 
countryside. 

It was dark when I reached the small 
town in Connecticut and after numerous 
questions as to directions to the address, 
I found it. It was in a rundown neighbor- 
hood and the house shocked me. It was 
an old brownstone building nestling snug- 
ly between what appeared to be two recent- 
ly condemned buildings. I opened the door 
and slowly climbed out. The street was 
deserted and I felt an increasing uneasi- 
ness as I walked up the steps. I wondered 
why Mark had selected such a depressing 
looking place to live in. It should have. in 
my opinion, been condemned along with 
the other two. 

A large, mousy-faced woman answered 
my knock. She inspected me with a sus- 
picious glance through the narrowly- 
opened door so I asked for Mark. 

“Yes,” she growled. “Mr. Kelly 
here, but he ain’t never in at this time of 
evening.” 

After a few minutes I convinced her 
that I was Mark’s wife and she consented 
to let me in to wait for him. We climbed 
the rickety stairs and walked down the 
dimly-lit hallway to the back. “Mr. Kelly 
always uses the back door when he goes 


lives 


out,” she said, suspiciously. She dug into 
the pocket of her old faded blue robe and 
pulled out a worn silver ring dangling 
with keys. “What my tenants do is none 
of my business,” she said harshly, as she 
fumbled for the keyhole. “As long as they 
don’t start any trouble.” She flung the 
door open, turned and mumbled something 
as she wobbled back down the hallway to 
the stairs. I stood there wondering again 
why Mark had chosen such a desolate 
place to live in. With trembling hands I 
scanned the wall beside the open door for 
the light switch. When I found it, I was 
afraid to press it; afraid of the suspicious 
feeling that had suddenly seized me. But 
fighting the desire to turn around and run 
out of the building. I pressed it and a yel- 
lowish light flooded the room. 

It was meagerly furnished. Faded blue 
curtains hung at the windows. The yellow 
cracked shades were pulled all the way 
down to the sill. casting an air of furtive 
secretiveness to the musty-smelling room. 
I walked across the room and raised the 
window. A large neon sign flickered on 
and off on the next street, advertising the 
tavern beneath that obviously reeked with 
drunken men and cheap women. 

I turned. and suddenly my whole world 
started crumbling. My mind raced off in 
all directions, but each time it returned 
to the fashion magazines littering the table 
and the ash tray brimming with cigarette 


ends stained crimson by lipstick. I felt a 
thundering roar inside my body as if a 


small earthquake had just started and I 
had to move. The door opposite the win- 
dow gave way under my and | 
walked inside. The sight had temporarily 
blinded me and I didn’t know whether the 
light was on or not. but I pressed the but- 
ton anyway. A cloying scent of cheap per- 
fume brushed against my nostrils and 
when the room stopped spinning and my 
eyes were solidly fixed on the small vanity 
table against the wall, the rest of my world 
fell through space. 


shove 


On the cigarette-scarred top, scattered 
with spots of powder, lay a woman’s comb 
and brush. An array of lotions, creams, 
powder, nail lacquer remover, a manicure 
set. an open box of rouge. eye shadow. an 
eye-brow pencil, a tube of uncapped lip- 
stick and hobby pins cluttered the table. 
Over the foot of an unmade double bed lay 
a sheer black night and across a 
straight chair at the head a sheer shim- 
mering negligee rested. A pair of black 
satin mules peeked silently from under the 
bed. 

A few of Mark’s ties overlapped the 
frame of his dresser mirror. Beneath them 
lay his brush and comb and the letters 
that I had written him that week. An aura 
of sickness surged up through my body and 
my fingers were numb as I pulled out the 
Two contained his shirts, socks, 
The others were 
dress and 


Two 


gown 


drawers. 
underwear and pajamas. 
full of lingerie. A woman’s suit, 
skirt shared the closet with his suits. 


hat boxes with ladies’ hats sat on the 
shelf. Three pairs of high-heeled shoes 
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were lined on a metal rack. 

My Mark. I had trusted so... . My 
world was spinning again and then my 
mind was gone. It was as though I had 
been struck so brutally until all my senses 
were in pain and my brain wouldn’t func- 
tion. My eyes were burning from the scald- 
ing tears welled up in them. I turned 
quickly and ran, tearing through the empty 
space before me and then I was out in the 
streets. Behind the wheel of the car, the 
tears came. They came hard, dripping 
with hate and bitterness. My body shook 

» that I had to brace myself against the 


aoor. 


I DON’T KNOW how long I sat there in 

the dim shadow of the street light, but 
I do know that my mind started working 
again and I began to realize many things 
that had eluded me before, or maybe I was 
just too blind and stupid to see them. The 
times when I felt unsure about his love 
making wasn’t just my imagination. Since 
he had started coming to Connecticut he 
had changed. He had been returning to 
me from the arms of some female too shift- 
less to make the bed. The kind that were 
found in taverns like the one back of his 
apartment. He had returned to me happy, 
though, happier than I’d been able to make 
him since the first few months of our mar- 
riage. 

I drove through the staggering darkness, 
my mind a turmoil of painful thoughts; a 
black pool of thoughts that stabbed an- 
crily out at me, asking questions that I 
had no answer for. How had I failed him 

as a woman or as a wife—that he needed 
the love of someone like her? 

rhrough the night I drove, and the next 
morning I reached Riverton. Mother and 
father were just getting up as I staggered 
nto the house. Numb, weak and waves of 
nauseating dizziness hovering over me, 
threatening at any second to overwhelm 
me. I remember seeing their startled faces 

| muttering something about having 

ne home to stay. 

When I finally opened my eyes, they 

ted on mother. Her soft fingers gently 
stroking my forehead as she did when I 

s a child. “How do you feel, dear?” she 

hispered. 

Fine, mom, just fine.” It was an un- 

scious lie. I glanced around the room 
that I had left to become a bride; it was 
> same as I had left it. 

You’ve been asleep for a long time, so 
[ thought I had better wake you,” Mother 
saying. “Oh, you had a phone call 

t night.” 

\nger rose in me. “Was it Mark?” 

Yes, he was frantic when he arrived 
home from Connecticut and couldn’t find 

y trace of you. I told him that you were 
here with us and asleep. He’s on his way 

99 

r now, 

[ never want to see him again!” I 
shouted tearfully. 

[ didn’t want to tell Mother about it, but 
with that special way that mothers have 
ith their children, she wormed the whole 


60 


story out of me. For a brief moment, I felt 
that she was on his side as she tried to 
convince me that I might have gone to the 
wrong address. “He sounded so frightened 
last night on the phone,” she said, shaking 
her head sadly. “Like a little boy lost in 
the wilderness. When I told him that you 
were here with me, he sounded as if he 
were crying. You just can’t refuse to see 
him, darling, he is your husband.” 

In telling her the story, I had carefully 
avoided mentioning that I was pregnant. 
Knowing how excited she could get over 
things like that. I thought it best to keep it 
a secret. But the more I thought of it, it 
made bitter resentment burn through me 
like an evil torch. I had been so eager to 
share the good news with him, but then, 
again, if it hadn’t been for that, I proba- 
bly wouldn’t have ever known how cruelly 
he was betraying me. 

I got up and took a shower. When I fin- 
ished dressing, I opened the door and 
walked down the stairs. Mark had arrived 
some ten minutes before. I walked into the 
dining room and stopped suddenly. My 
face felt frozen, my legs wanted to give 
away beneath me, but I fought to control 
myself. I looked at the haggard figure sit- 
ting hunched over the table. A cigarette 
hung tensely between his trembling fin- 
gers. He looked so tired and unhappy that 
I ached to cradle his head in my arms, but 
the thought of that apartment chilled my 
blood. 

He got up slowly and started toward me, 
his gentle eyes searching mine for some 
explanation, but I turned away abruptly, 
fighting to keep my composure. “If you 
are wondering why I came home, I can 
easily explain. I went to visit you yester- 
day,” I said coldly. I turned to face him. 
His eyes were motionless as if paralyzed 
by shock. “Didn’t your landlady tell you 
that your wife had been to visit you? Oh, 
yes, I also went into your lovely room. your 
home away from home.” He sat back down 
and dropped his head. He clasped his 
hands tightly and sighed deeply. “I hardly 
ever see my landlady.” 

“Yes!” I interrupted, “she told me.” 

“Why did you go up there? Had you 
begun to suspect—at last that—” 

“I was there, isn’t that enough?” I 
shouted. 

Mark dropped in his chair, resting his 
head between his open palms. “So now 
you know.” He shook his head. 

“You bet [ know,” I pounced on him. “I 
know that I’m entitled to a divorce and 
believe me I’m going to get one.” 

He fumbled nervously for a cigarette, 
completely forgetting the one he had in the 
ash tray beside him. “I guess I had it 
coming. I can’t blame you if you hate 
me.” He got up slowly. 

“If you are leaving you can do me a 
favor,” I said bluntly. “That’s a rented 
car out in the drive. Take it back to the 
agency and send the rest of my things.” 

That night I took a walk and found 
myself at the door of an old friend of our 
family—Mr. Wilson, an attorney who spe- 


cialized in divorce cases. As the bel] 
chimed, I thought how odd it was that | 
should need his services. He used to bring 
candy to Mark and me when we were kids, 

He listened silently to my story. “Cathy, 
you may have grounds for a divorce, but 
do you honestly want one?” The puzzling 
question hung in the quiet atmosphere of 
his lovely living room while he flicked the 
gold table lighter to light his cigar. “I’ve 
known you and Mark all your life and | 
can’t believe that he was living in sin with 
another woman.” 

“Well, maybe you can explain to me 
what he was doing?” I snapped. 

“Cathy, dear,” Mr. Wilson said, “A 
lawyer handles many strange cases and 
therefore gets to know quite a lot about 
different problems that affect our daily ex. 
istence.” He glanced up at me again and 
this time his eyes reflected a seriousness 
that frightened me. “You and Mark grew 
up together, Cathy. You are his wife and 
you mean to tell me that you don’t know 
his troubles?” 

“You mean he’s a—” the word never left 
my lips, but I was thinking of the things 
that Janis had said about him and the kids 
at school. “Mr. Wilson—no!” I uttered, 
a painful sickness clutching at my heart. 

“The things you saw in his room could 
have been one of two things. The clothes 
may have been a woman’s or they may have 
been his. If so, would you still want a 
divorce?” The question stabbed out at 
me as I searched my soul for an answer. 
An answer that couldn’t be found. 

“T don’t know,” I said hesitantly. “He 
has been a man—a real man to me. That’s 
the reason I thought about some other 
woman at his apartment. But if I am wrong 
and you are right, I—oh, I just don’t 
know.” 

“Well, my dear, it isn’t necessary that 
you make a hasty decision.” he said with a 
friendly smile. “Wait until we get the real 
facts about what was going on at that 
apartment and the only way to get them 
straight is to have Mark come in and tell 
us.” He led me to the door. “I'll notify 
you when to come back, my dear.” 

The coldness of the night air splashed 
against a confused face. I was lost in 
thoughts. Thoughts that didn’t make sense. 
I couldn’t believe that Mark had bought 
all those things for himself. And would I 
be pregnant if he was... . 


NM ARK, I THINK we have given you 
¥ ample time to ponder over your an- 
swer.” Mr. Wilson’s voice abruptly ended 
my journey into the past to face the horri- 
ble reality of the present. “Are you ready 
to tell us about the female attire in that 
apartment?” 

Mark looked at me and then at Mr. 
Wilson. His head fell shamefully as he 
said. “They were mine.” 

This was what I had waited to hear and 
yet. deep down inside, it wasn’t enough 
for me. I felt that there had to be more. 
Finally I realized I hadn’t really tried 
to understand my husband and that all my 














so 


mo 
anc 
en 





he bell 
s that | 
to bring 
re kids, 
“Cathy, 
rce, but 
uzzling 
here of 
ked the 

“Te 
2 and | 
in with 


to me 


id, “A 
es and 
t about 
aily ex. 
1in and 
pusness 
k grew 
ife and 
t know 


ver left 
things 
he kids 
ittered, 
heart. 
| could 
clothes 
iy have 
vant a 
out at 
nswer. 


. “ae 
That’s 
other 
wrong 
don’t 


y that 
with a 
e real 
t that 

them 
id tell 


notify 


lashed 
yst in 
sense. 
ought 


yuld I 


1 you 
ir an- 
ended 
horri- 
ready 
| that 


Mr. 
is_ he 


r and 
ough 
nore. 
tried 
ll my 











interest had been merely to preserve my 
marriage so that I would be happy. Then I 
heard Mark’s soft voice breaking the quiet 
of the room: 

“I guess it started when I was a kid. 
Somehow, I felt torn between the desire to 
be like my father and my brothers and a 
compelling wish to be like the girls I knew. 
But my brothers’ contempt forced me to 
fight to make them respect me. Still, | was 
pretty frail and they called me sissy names, 
like they were ashamed to have me in the 
family.” 

Mark’s voice seemed to crack a little 
before he went on. “Mother was the only 
one who understood me.” he said. “She 
must have realized her mistake in dressing 
me like a girl when I was very small, so 
she tried to give me love and understanding 
to erase the horrible scar she had im- 
planted on me. But then she died—and 
after that the only place I could find relief 
and peace of mind was over at Cathy’s 
house at the piano.” 

Mark shot me a quick, nervous look. 

“T guess I had loved her for a long time,” 


he said, “but because of my conflicting 
emotions, I considered myself abnormal 


and figured no girl would want to marry 
me. When I came to New York, I felt 
some relief. There were a lot of people 
like me; some even worse. like those who 
worked in the club where I played the 
piano. For a while. I even gave in to the 
urge to wear feminine clothing, as my 
mother had made me do as a small boy. 
Then Cathy came to New York, and my 
desire for her began to overpower the ab- 
normal feelings I had. Hope began to 
burn in me. It was that hope that drove 
me to Cathy’s door on Sunday afternoons. 
Finally, when I thought I had licked my 
problem and had a job, I asked her to 
marry me.” 

Mr. Wilson interrupted: “Why 
you try seeing a psychiatrist?” 

“T don’t know, sir, I guess I figured I 
could cure myself and the night I asked 
Cathy to marry me. I thought I had done 
it. I honestly thought I was cured.” Then 
he told me about the pretty underwear he 
brought home to me and the vicarious 
thrills he got out of seeing me wear them. 

Loving me had diminished his desires to 
be a woman, but as the months passed 
he could feel it slowly creeping upon him. 
The exotic dancer and the woman on the 
street, the lovely woman in the movies, all 
reeked him with envy and the piano was 
all he had to help him fight it off. Getting 
the promotion finally convinced him that 
he was winning his battle. but as he was 
telling me about it. the very thought of his 
freedom away from me for awhile over- 
powered him and drove him back to the 
piano to battle some more. 

But in Connecticut he couldn't fight it 
any longer. The large neon sign flashing 
80 vividly against his window pane al- 
most drove him insane and reminded him 
more and more of that club in the village, 
and he had again taken to wearing wom- 
en’s clothing. 


didn’t 


That night when I came to his apart- 
ment, he was over at that tavern playing. 

“T didn’t even know she had been up 
there,” Mark said. “When I called to Riv- 
erton and found out she was home and 
all right, it was like recovering from a 
deadly disease. I still don’t know why she 
came up there,” he said with a puzzled 
shrug of the shoulders. 

“I don’t know why she went either, 
Mark,” Mr. Wilson commented. “And it 
doesn’t really matter as to why she went. 
What we are concerned with now is— 
the present. The important thing is, do 
you want another chance?” 

Mark looked at me and then at Mr. 
Wilson. A small, almost invisible ray of 
hope lit up in his eyes, but immediately 
died as he mumbled, “I don’t deserve it.” 

Mr. Wilson turned to me. “How do you 
feel, dear?” 

“I—I really don’t know what to say,” 
I faltered. 

Mr. Wilson rose and motioned for me 
to follow him. We walked into another 
office. He closed the door and lit a cigar. 
“Cathy, my dear,” he said in a fatherly 
tone, “Mark’s case hasn’t reached the point 
where we can specifically say he is a homo- 
sexual. He is a transvestite. That is, he 
has the morbid desire to be like a woman. 
If he is allowed to continue in his present 
state, he will eventually become a com- 
plete homosexual, engaging only in ab- 
normal sex habits.” 

I shuddered. 

“Yes, I know how you must feel and I 
know you wouldn’t want that to happen to 
him. There are thousands like him in this 
country alone. Why they are like that is 
a question that has the experts contradict- 
ing one another. The important thing is 
that Mark can be cured. That is, if he 
wants to be cured, and I really think he 
does. He has been fighting hard to be a 
normal man and with a spirit like that, 
he could win. But he needs help; love 
and understanding that up to now you have 
failed to give him.” 

His voice was soft and a lot of assurance 
surrounded each word. Little by little, I 
began to feel a renewed urge to be Mark’s 
wife again. 


A FEW YEARS have drifted by since we 

returned to New York and Mark has a 
different job and everything is wonderful. 
Of course. he hasn’t won the battle com- 
pletely and there are times he has to fight 
off the desire at the piano, but I have faith 
in him. I have learned that love alone is 
not enough to hold a marriage. There 
must above everything else, be understand- 
ing. I understand Mark now. 

He knows why I went to Connecticut 
that evening and he worships our little 
Janie. 

I wrote this story in hopes that one of 
the thousands that Mr. Wilson spoke of 
will read it. It’s a long hard fight and some- 
times it might seem like a useless fight, 
but if you want to win the battle you have 


to keep fighting. THE END 
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Dollar-Down Marriage 


(Continued from Page 31) 


1e second and third months. 
Then Hal’s car began to give him trou- 
ble. First it was the tires, then the bat- 
then the motor. He decided it was too 
gone to waste money on fixing up. “A 
ood salesman has to have a good car,” he 
iid. “It’s his own good public relations.” 
\ few days later, when I walked out of 
office, Hal was parked at the curb in 
1 car that made my eyes nearly jump out 
f my head. It was a low-slung convertible 
th leather upholstery and a chrome- 


covered tire on the back. “Darling, this 
isn’t ours, is?” I gasped. “It can’t be!” 
Hal laughed, holding the door open for 
Some of the other office people coming 
»ut of the building whistled in amazement. 
shivered with pride and delight. 
“Sure it’s ours,” Hal chuckled joyfully 
we roared away into the stream of traffic. 
It’s ours as long as we can keep up the 
installments.” 
[he installments were over $125 a month. 
It was that kind of car. But we found it 
y to fool ourselves by rationalizing that 
t wasn’t as if we were buying a house, too. 


t 


7 ET, somehow the car wasn’t the super- 
duper sensation with my parents that I 
sught it would be. They had funny ex- 
pressions on their faces and Dad had a 
frightened look in his eyes when we invited 
them for a ride. “I wouldn’t feel at home 
boat like that,” Dad said, trying to 

oke. But Mother didn’t try to joke. 
You children can’t possibly afford such 
ar,” she upbraided me. “It was foolish 
ou to let Hal buy it, Helen. You kids 
heading for trouble. You're riding for 

i} 

Mother Martin doesn’t gripe all of the 

like you do,” I lashed out at her. 
\Virs. Martin is just far too good to you,” 
“She should think more of 
You'll 


~ 


tner said. 
herself and less of you children. 
»bably get her into trouble too.” 
She has no reason to object as long as 
pay our board every week,” I said, ex- 
pe rated. 
Only we weren’t paying—not now. We 
meant to. But somehow we just didn’t 
to have it when Saturday rolled 
nd. It didn’t matter too much, we told 
elves, we would make it up in a week 
The impression Hal made on the 
people he was trying to sell was terribly 
important and that meant treating them to 
lunches at good restaurants and not spar- 
g the liquor bill. 
Lots of times it meant taking them to a 
how, too, or seeing that they got 
or maybe taking them to an ex- 
pensive night club and introducing them to 
girls that the men thought they were sweep- 
ing off their feet but who Hal actually paid 
to be nice and cooperative. 
Many times I had to go along, if the 
62 


ticket 


prospect was taking his wife. And, of 
course, it wouldn’t do for me to appear 
in a bargain basement dress when Hal 
looked like a junior executive. 

Hal didn’t always close the deals after 
these big splurges, but he never worried. 
“The law of averages takes care of a sales- 
man,” he would say. “If I don’t sell Jones, 
I sell Smith.” And if Smith didn’t buy, 
well, someone else would—next time. 

The first time I had to borrow lunch 
money to carry me over to the next week, 
I felt pretty bad about it. “If it happens 
again, Ill go on a diet,” I joked with 
Mother Martin. “But right now, I’m hun- 
gry.” 

“Tt’s all right, darling,” she said, getting 
me the $5 from her purse. “You can pay 
it back next week.” 

It was queer though. Her hand seemed 
to shake and her eyes would not meet mine 
as she handed me the money. 

I paid her the $5 on my next pay day, 
but Hal borrowed it from her that after- 
noon. We were hilarious about it. “Like 
a pretty woman goes from man to man, 
a dollar goes from hand to hand,” Hal 
chuckled. 

Mother Martin laughed with us, but 
rather feebly. I was sure she did not enjoy 
the joke but I was uncertain whether it was 
because Hal’s remark had been off color 
or whether it was the money. We had 
boiled cabbage and potatoes for dinner 
that night, without any meat. 

Patronizingly, I insisted upon drying 
the dishes. “Aren’t you feeling well?” I 
asked when we were alone in the kitchen. 

“I'm all right, Helen,” she said. “I 
guess I’m just a little worried. Everything 
is so high these days.” 

“Prices are terrible,” I agreed absently, 
just so glad she wasn’t ill. 


AL AND I went out night after night 

as his contacts broadened. And our 
nights out required more and more new 
clothes. I had a charge account at one of 
the best stores in town. It was so much 
nicer to pick up things and just say 
“Charge it!” 

My balance kept edging up despite my 
regular monthly payments but I didn’t 
worry. Once in a while I chided myself 
about the bank account that never seemed 
to get opened. “Next month,” I kept tell- 
ing myself. “I'll put my whole salary, ex- 
cept for the clothes installments, right into 
the bank.” 

But my smooth, handsome husband and 
I were having a wonderful time. When the 
dinners at home were not as good as usual, 
I put it down to Mother Martin’s own pri- 
vate rebellion against high prices. Any- 
how, Hal and I seldom ate at home any- 
how, though he often had to borrow a few 
dollars from Mother Martin to be sure he 


would be able to pick up the checks. She 
didn’t seem to mind. He always promised 
he would pay it all back when the client 
he was working on took a big order and he 
got a big bonus. 

Then, one evening Hal came in with a 
serious and worried expression on his face 
and asked me to come into our room go 
we could talk privately. 

“Baby,” he began with reserved enthusj- 
asm in his voice, “I’ve got just the gimmick 
to put us on easy street. The timing js 
perfect. All we’ve got to do is put the 
snowball in motion and we’re made. But 
this time I’m going to need your help. [t 
just happens that with things like they 
are with us right now, I can’t call on any. 
body else to do this little thing for me.” 

“Oh, darling,” I jumped to the call, “you 
know you can count on me for anything. 
What is it?” 

Hal strode across the room and took a 
magazine out of his top coat pocket; then 
fumbled in his dress coat pocket for a let. 
ter. “Here,” he said, thrusting the maga- 
zine toward me, “read that first.” 

I read an article about an organized 
group of business men who dealt in mil- 
lions each year. Then I came to a section 
that was underlined in red pencil. It said 
that the group spent hundreds of thou- 
sands of dollars each year for just one 
small item that they all used. 

I glanced up at Hal and he handed me 
the letter. 

It was from a manufacturer, telling Hal 
that if he got the organization to buy the 
small item from one source there would be 
a huge bonus in addition to the regular 
commission for Hal. 

I looked back at the magazine article. 
Hal handed me a piece of paper with the 
figures already worked out. Forty per cent 
was more money than I had ever dared 
dream about. 

“Darling—,” I started to say. 

“You’re right, Helen, baby. I'll be in 
business for myself and we'll have more 
money than we could ever spend. This 
is it!” 

I leaped into his arms, but his face was 
turned away in an embarrassed silence. 

“What’s the matter, darling,” I said so- 
licitously. 

“Well.” he began slowly, “the man who 
is the key to getting them to go in for a 
big cooperative buying plan I’ve got in 
mind is right here in town. I’ve already 
been talking to him, but—” 

“So why aren’t you out buying him a 
filet mignon and getting this thing sewed 
up?” I shot at him. 

He drew away and walked over to the 
window. He stared far into space and then 
suddenly he turned toward me. 

“Helen, baby, I’ve got to ask you to do 
something for me—something very special. 
I’ve got to be sure you understand why | 
have to ask you to do this, but you know 
the selling game as well as I do. You know 
I’ve sometimes gotten girls to give guys 4 
few laughs and get them in the buying 
frame of mind. It’s all part of the game. 
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You know how it goes: give a guy a good 
dinner, a good drink and a bad girl to 
show him a good time and half the selling 
js done.” 

“Yes, I know, Hal,” 
fleeting feeling of fear. 

“Well, all the girls I used to get to help 
me have backed out on me, baby, for the 
yery reason that I owe them money.” 

“Oh,” I blurted. Then I rushed over to 
the dresser and fished a $10 bill out of the 
corner of a drawer where I had hidden it. 
When I turned back toward Hal offering 
it, he had a strange expression on his face, 
and in a split second it dawned on me what 
my husband was asking me to do. 

“Hal. please—” my voice trailed off as 
I turned away. 

“But, Helen, all I want you to do is drop 
into the hotel and have dinner with the 
fellow and drop a few choice remarks in 
the right spots. You know I’m not suggest- 
ing that you go as far as the others. You're 
my wife!” 

I was irritated and hurt. I had never 
even looked at another man since Hal 
came along. I couldn’t imagine myself 
in the seclusion of a hotel room with a 
total stranger. 

“He won’t know the difference,”’ Hal was 
still talking as if he was trying as hard 
to convince himself as he was to convince 
me. “He'll go back to his hometown and 
tell the guys in his office about the pretty 
girl he had in his room and he’ll be a big 
shot. These successful old codgers aren’t 
really as wolfish as they try to make out. 
The girls have told me so. Most of them 
just get a kick out of being in a situation 
where they can envision possibilities. If 
nothing happens. then their inabilities 
aren’t exposed.” Hal talked on. 

What could I do. What could I say. This 
was my man and he was shooting for the 
stars. A woman has got to be with her 
man. She’s got to help him when the 
stakes are big. She’s got to do what he 
asks her to. 

I didn’t know what I was letting myself 
in for. 


I agreed, with a 


HEN I KNOCKED on the door of the 

hotel suite, I was dressed in a simple, 
tailored blue suit for I had intentionally 
avoided wearing anything I felt would be 
too provocative. 

The door opened with an easy casualness 
and the man standing there telling me to 
come in was not at all what I had thought 
he would be like. He was tall and strong- 
ly built, like he might have been a star 
basketball player but not rugged and rough 
like a football player. His skin was as 
smooth as a baby’s. My very first impulse 
was to touch it. His clothing was well- 
tailored and obviously expensive. 

“Hello! Close this behind you. 
phone call here,” he said. 

I walked gingerly into the room, with a 
Strange and disturbing tingling feeling go- 
ing all over me. It was high above the sky- 
line, with a beautiful picture window view. 
The best that money could buy. 


I’ve a 


As the man on the telephone hung up 
and turned toward me I was surprised by 
what I did not see in his eyes. I had ex- 
pected the hungry grimace of a lecher, the 
searching gaze that starts at the ankles and 
works its way up. It wasn’t there. 

“Would you prefer to have dinner here 
or in the dining room?” he was asking me. 
His voice was well modulated, baritone, 
easy and reassuring. 

“I’m not very hungry,” I lied as I re- 
called the watery soup Mother Martin had 
served earlier. “Just something light will 
do very well and we can have it right here 
if it pleases you.” 

“No sooner said than done.” He turned 
to the phone again. 

As he placed the order, I decided he was 
35 or 36 years old, quite a good looking 
man and quite successful. I could not 
imagine him being interested in just any- 
one who was available and I was not long 
getting set straight. 

“Tt will be best.” he said as he replaced 
the phone in its cradle, “if we understand 
each other from the outset, Miss—eh?” 

“Just call me Helen.” I interjected. 

“Well. Helen. I don’t want anything 
from you except your company. I don’t 
know what Hal Martin may have told you 
when he asked you to come up here. but we 
both know that Hal is quite advanced in 
his thinking. I’m afraid I’m not half so 
modern as he is. Sometimes I think I’m 
an old fuddy-duddy, but I have never found 
a solution for the fact that I get awfully 
lonesome at times, especially in a strange 
city. Hal suggested you might talk to me 
during dinner. That’s about the size of it, 
and if you don’t think it will bore you, the 
house rule is all holds barred.” 

What he said piqued me. As he began 
I was thinking how nice it was that this 
little adventure would not turn into a wres- 
tling match, but as he went along I felt 
challenged. My womanhood was somehow 
wounded. Even from a complete stranger 


did not like being told that I was not 
desirable. I was challenged to prove that 
I was. 


The sound of my voice was strange when 
I answered him. 

“Oh, Mr.—eh?” 

“Smith.” he said. 
really my name!” 

We both laughed shyly. 

“Well, what you say is fine with me. I 
faced a dull evening myself. Maybe we 
can keep each other from being bored.” 

A waiter rapped at the door and brought 
in champagne and a huge tray of hors 
d’oeuvres. While he chilled the wine we 
did not talk. After he gone, Mr. 
Smith handed me a glass and raised his 


I began. 


adding “and that’s 


was 


own. 
“Here’s to good clean fun.” he said. 
What happened after we drank that 
champagne toast is as clear to me as if it 
had happened just yesterday. But I can- 
not explain—to myself or to God—what 
happened to cause me to do what I did. 
Mr. Smith was so casual, so smooth, so 
unhurried, so big and powerful, so relaxing 
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ind so much of everything that my Hal 
was trying to be... and he was right 
there in the room with me and I was there 
with him... . 

The food we had ordered was never 
touched and as we drank the last glassful 
of the champagne, we found ourselves 
standing arm-in-arm looking out of the 
window and talking about how nice it is 
to be in high places looking down on the 
hustle and bustle of life. 

It was all very relaxing and warm and 
omfortable. And I somehow felt com- 
pelled to break through the outer shell of 
this calm, suave, sophisticated man who 

iid he wanted nothing from me but my 
company. 

Suddenly I twisted out of his arm there 
by the window, turned facing him and 
isked with a brazenness I never thought 
was in me; “Do you really find me so un- 
desirable?” 

| was piqued again to notice that nothing 
eemed to surprise him. He looked at me, 
head to foot. 

“You're quite a beautiful woman,” he 
iid. “And very much out of character in 
the role you’re playing tonight. You’re 
certainly not a girl who makes dates like 
this often. That is apparent.” 

He walked over and placed our empty 
glasses on the sideboard. On the way back 
toward me, he snapped off the table lamp. 
[he room was bright with moonlight. 

“Of course. I should be quite pleased,” 
he said, “if the Gods smiled on me.” 

For a fleeting moment I weighed the 
consequences of the thoughts that flitted 
through my mind. I was already mas- 
querading and not finding the play-acting 
repulsive. Now, the thrill and danger of 
being a cheat intrigued me. 

‘Then, you shall be pleased,” I said as 
[ stepped submissively into his arms. 

lhe man who tock me into his arms was 
till another Mr. Smith. His embrace was 
trong and stifling, yet soft and gentle. 
His lips came down to meet mine and I 
could feel a hot moistness on his top lip. 
My hands across his back became damp 
with the perspiration of excitement that 
out of him and his muscles seemed 
to ripple at my touch. 

| closed my eyes and my head whirled 
dizzily as I felt myself lifted bodily and 
off on a cloud. Gentle but firm ex- 
pert hands stole away my things until I lay 

ee and unfettered. bathed in the warm 
glow ot moonlight. 

Only once before in all my life—also 

an expensive hotel room—had I known 
ich gentleness, such savageness, such 
beauty and such ecstasy. Only once before 
had so much been given and so much so 
inxiously received. 


ime 


borne 


T i LED as soon as our fevered bodies had 

soled. snatching up my belongings and 
hastening away without even a goodbye. 

[ was not ashamed. I am not ashamed to 

It had absolutely nothing to do 

with my feelings for my husband. I was 

ure of this the minute I arrived home. 
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this day. 


Hal asked only a few discreet questions. 

“How did it go?” he muttered. I felt 
he was greatly ashamed that he had asked 
me to do it. 

“Mr. Smith is a very fine gentleman,” I 
said. “You shouldn’t have any trouble.” 
Hal never looked up from the sales plan 
he was preparing. Quietly I slipped off 
and made my way to bed. 

It was a terrible jolt to hear Hal say the 
next night that the whole deal had fallen 
through. 

“Oh, he was nice as all hell about it,” 
Hal spat out the words, “but he explained 
quite finally that the various businesses 
wouldn’t be inclined to change because 
the people they now do business with 
helped them along when they were get- 
ting started. The old loyalty pitch.” 

“It was a darned good idea,” I said de- 
jectedly. 

“Oh, well,” Hal seemed to bounce back, 
“if I can get a few bucks from Mom I guess 
I'll get out and try drumming up some new 
clients.” 

Two months later, the doctor confirmed 
the fear in my heart that I was pregnant. 
I was terrified. 

“This is going to change things,” Hal 
said, frowning, when I told him about the 
baby that was on the way. 

“T’ll say it is,” I said ruefully. “All my 
beautiful clothes and pretty soon I won’t be 
able to get into any of them,” I moaned, 
trying to go as far afield as I could from 
the thought that lurked in the back of my 
mind. 

I had planned to work for at least five 
months but every morning as soon as [ got 
up I had to race for the bathroom. After 
a spell of nausea that left me so weak I 
could hardly dress, I realized I would have 
to quit. 

Then, on my last day in the office I 
heard a couple of girls talking in the 
ladies’ lounge. 

“T’ll certainly be glad when she’s out 
of here.” one of them said. “Always put- 
ting on airs with her fine clothes, and going 
out every night, and that big car they 
have! It’s a crime the way they sponge 
on the old lady. With all they made to- 
gether. you’d think they could have kept 
from borrowing from her. I’d be ashamed.” 

My cheeks blazed with sick embarrass- 
ment. All this and the secret I had to keep 
was almost too much for me. I had thought 
they envied me and now I knew just what 
my co-workers thought of me. I swept 
everything out of my desk and got out of 
the office as quickly as I could. 

It was a terrible time to have to quit 
working though. Without my paycheck 
each week, I couldn’t help Hal meet the 
car note nor could I pay my clothes bill. 
The day it came, there was nothing to do 
but hand it to Hal. 

“Gosh, Helen, did you buy all that? How 
much longer does this $40 a month go on?” 
he asked. 

“A long time. Hal,” I confessed. “We'll 
have to manage somehow.” 


“T guess Mom will have to carry us along 
until things get back to normal,” he said. 

I remembered what the girls at the office 
had said about our sponging. “Can’t we 
scrape it up somehow without asking her, 
Hal?” 

“You should have thought about that 
before you bought all that stuff,” he shot 
at me angrily. It was the first time he had 
ever spoken to me in that tone. I was quick 
to strike back. 

“You spent plenty on your suits. And 
how about the car. We could have gotten 
along without that!” 

“The car is for business,” Hal shouted. 
“T have to have it. I explained that to you.” 

“Sure, you’ve got to look successful to 
be successful,” I mocked him. “Well, I did 
a few things for business, too,” I said, and 
then I recoiled quickly as I realized that 
in my anger I was almost about to tell him 
how much I had done. 

“Oh, shut up.” Hal said. “It’s going to 
be tough, but Mother will help us out.” 

But Mother Martin’s lips were a thin 
line and her eyes were filled with pain as 
we sat down to explain how much help we 
would need from her. She dropped her 
knitting into her lap. 

“Hal, I haven’t got it,” she said quietly. 

We stared at her dumbfounded. 

“T haven’t got it.” she repeated, her voice 
rising. “And Helen will have to go into 
a ward at the hospital.” 

“In a ward!” I screamed. “I won’t do 
it!” I jumped to my feet turning on Hal. 
“She doesn’t like me. She never did. This 
just shows what your precious mother 
thinks of me and her grandchild.” 

“Helen, I do like you,” Mother Martin 
said. “I just don’t have the money.” She 
seemed to be gathering strength to talk on. 
“T only had enough money at the begin- 
ning to live on if I was very economical and 
lived like a person my age should. But 
you and Hal have had to have so much 
money. there just isn’t any more. I can't 
help you pay on the car. I can’t help you 
pay the clothing bill. I may even have to 
sell this house and move into a smaller 
place.” 

She started to cry, hopelessly, helplessly. 

We were stunned. Hal’s face was ashen. 
My mind raced like a March hare. The 
thought that this was retribution for my 
sin and that I would now have a baby that 
was not Hal’s bounced around in my skull. 

“IT guess this is it,” Hal said resignedly. 
“We've been riding high, wide and hand- 
some and we’ve hit rough road, that’s all. 
But, gosh. I never realized we were drag: 
ging Mom down with us.” 

“T’ve lived in this house all my married 
life,’ his Mother gasped. “It’s going to 
hurt to lose it.” 

I lashed out at Hal furiously. “You and 
your big car!” And then, seeing the ex- 
pression on his face, I started crying. “And 
me and my fancy clothes. Oh Hal, what are 
we going to do?” 

“You'll have to go back to your folks 
until things get straightened out,” Hal said 
miserably. His words brought me to my 
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senses like ice water thrown in my face. 

“I’m not going back to my folks,” I said. 
“My mother warned me that we should 
stand on our own feet and she was right. 
She would take me in, but it would mean 
the end of our marriage, Hal. Unless you 
want that, we’ll stick together.” 

Hal looked sick and bewildered. 

We stared at each other. Mother Mar- 
tin’s sobbing caught in her throat and was 
stilled. Somehow I knew our marriage had 
reached its first big crisis. 

Hal’s hands were shaking. “The car 
will have to go,” he said. “We can’t af- 
ford it.” 

“We never could,” I said bitterly. “May- 
be we've done lots of things we couldn’t 
afford to do, but just save the house for 
your mother, Hal. You’ve simply got to do 
that, no matter what happens.” 


HE CAR WENT within the next few 

days—at a terrific loss. But Hal got 
enough out of it to pay the taxes due on 
Mother Martin’s house so she didn’t have 
to sell it. Even some of my clothes and 
three of Hal’s suits went for the few dol- 
lars they would bring. Every dollar 
counted. 

We budgeted and pinched pennies, can- 
celled orders for expensive baby things 
and even surprised ourselves when we 
found ourselves laughing that ours would 
not be the first baby to sleep in a clothes 
basket lined by the loving, patient hands 
of a grandmother. 

Hal was a perfect darling. He buckled 
down and faced reality. One day he came 
in to tell me: “I’m just amazed at the new 
business I pick up on the busses and in 
places I walk into off the street. I guess I 
was zooming past all the real business in 
that big car.” He seemed so changed and 
so happy. 

But as each day passed, I was tormented 
with fear. I ached so much with growing 
alarm that I had not even been conscious 
when Hal rushed me to the hospital. 

We had survived the crisis of Hal’s 
credit plan marriage, and, it was my turn 
to face the paradox of selfishness. 

Now, Hal came striding briskly through 
the door far at the end of the Ward. There 
was a determination in his walk that fright- 
ened me. A nurse walked behind him car- 
trying a crying white bundle in her arms. 
I was convulsed with fear. Cold sweat cov- 
ered my body. 

Hal stood beside the bed as the nurse 
lay the new-born baby in my arms. I dared 
not look. I turned a questioning face 
toward Hal as he leaned over and pushed 
the covers back from the baby’s face. 

“She looks just like Mother Martin,” he 
said proudly. “We’ve got a whole new life 
before us now, darling. We'll call her 
Lola, and we'll stop indulging ourselves a 
lot of crazy, selfish whims. From now on 
it’s everything for Lola—and whatever 
Lola wants, Lola gets.” 

I reached out for Hal’s hand. 

“We're the luckiest two people in the 
world, aren’t we darling?” we said in 


unison. THE END 
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ITCHY HANDS 


**Housework is hard on hands. Strong 
detergents and hot water made mine 
red, irritated and itchy. They’d burn 
and sting alot. I saw an ad for Black 
and White Ointment and decided to 
try it. The burning soreness was 
quickly eased. So, I always have 
words of strong praise for Black and 
White Ointment.” 
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Thousands praise famous Black and White 
Ointment. You will, too. Quickly checks 
itch, burn of acne pimples, eczerna, simple 
ringworm. Trial size only 20¢. Regular 
size only 35¢, and you get 41% times as 
much in the large 75¢ size. Save—buy 
large economy sizes. Cleanse skin daily 
with mild Black and White Skin Soap. 
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Cursed With Greed 


(Continued from Page 37) 


med glasses, and since when has horn- 
rimmed glasses been a match for laughing 
black eyes, or buck teeth an asset over a 
well-formed bust in a tight sweater, or per- 
fect diction preferable to a purr? I knew 

o well the look in Mr. Masters’ eyes when 
| cornered him off to discuss the lead role. 
He was our dramatic teacher, and I had 
purposely waited until the rest of the class 
had been dismissed. I thrilled inwardly as 
he tried to avoid my eyes. Of course, I got 
the part. 

The two years I spent in college paid off 
well. too, in useful contacts and the social 
eraces I learned so dutifully. I was the 
most popular and well-dressed girl on the 
campus—that is, until the rich old doctor’s 
wife and the school authorities hit upon 
the idea simultaneously as to who was on 
the other end of the blank checks. I was 
promptly expelled but I didn’t care. I 
knew enough—about the wrong things, 
perhaps—but enough. The doc would have 
loved to have washed his hands of the 
whole mess and run home to mama. But 
little Honey had other ideas. Armed with 
a few letters containing passionate avowals 
of love and various warming descriptions 
of my handsome anatomy, I entered beauty 
school with the whole cost paid for cash- 
in-advance. The school was owned by a 
husband and wife team, Mr. and Mrs. Paul 
Simmons. Naturally, I graduated with top 
honors with the old doc on one end of the 
hook and Paul Simmons on the other. 

Life was treating me pretty well, and I 

satisfied—until one night at a party 

iven for some visiting New York and Chi- 

cago sales and advertising men, when I met 
Grace 

Grace was a tall, tinted redhead, a gal 
who knew her way around and who didn’t 
let the fact bother her conscience. We liked 

other immediately. She was Joe’s girl. 
Joe, an advertising man, had just launched 
big campaign throughout the South, and 
Grace had flown down from Chicago to be 
th him at the party. Although I had 
worn my best bib and tucker, I felt rather 
before Grace’s urbane magnifi- 
The cut of her clothes. her short, 
bobbed hair, her long black cigarette hold- 
everything about her spelled “Big 
lime.” And we took to each other quick- 
ly during the party. 

“Look, kid,” she said to me the next 
morning over coffee, “you’ve got a lot on 
ball. But probably all you'll ever get 
this one-horse town is a horse.” She 
laughed. “Wise up. You’ve got talent, 
Honey. if you know what I mean. Look at 
[ live in Chicago, maintain an apart- 
in New York, and whenever I get 
bored with either, believe me. I am most 
come on the West Coast.” Smoke from 
her cigarette slid silkily out of her thin 
nostrils as she smiled to herself. 


shabby 


ment 


“I don’t get it,” I said, completely taken 
over by this sophisticated woman. 

“Professionally speaking. I’m a model,” 
she replied, and her own words seemed to 
amuse her. “But getting back to you, 
Honey .. .” 

We talked on and on for hours, and 
everything Grace said was what I had 
been secretly telling myself. All I had 
needed was a little encouragement. 

Grace left Monday morning, and I was 
at the airport to see her off. Her parting 
words were, “I'll see you in Chicago, kid,” 
as she threw her arms around me and [ 
was enveloped in the softness of her Balm 
Martin’s mink coat and the heady aroma 
of her costly perfume assailed my senses. 
I thrilled to the knowledge that soon I 
would be wearing the same, or some just 
as expensive. 


WO WEEKS LATER I was speeding 

through the night on a _ northbound 
train, my destination: Chicago. Chicago, 
that magic name. 

I wasn’t disappointed. The brass band 
that I had expected to meet me appeared 
in the form of Grace and a yellow Jaguar, 
the first such sportscar I had ever seen. 
I wasn’t disappointed either—in fact I was 
amazed—at Grace’s apartment. It was un- 
like anything I had ever dreamed of. It 
seemed to be all glass, mirrors and flowers. 
But what appealed to me most was the 
sunken living room with the huge white 
rug that extended from wall to wall, and 
the all-glass. mirrored bar. From the. very 
first, I felt at home. 

Grace was amused at my child-like won- 
der over everything. 

“Come down to earth, my pet,” she 
smiled. “We’ve got plans.” 

“Shoot.” I said. 

“Honey. you've got looks. In fact, you’re 
a little beauty. We don’t have to worry 
about that. But your clothes are simply 
awful! We'll spend this whole week shop- 
ping and getting you fixed up. And an- 
other thing, a new hair style will do won- 
ders for you. I’m throwing a party for you 
Saturday night, but I'll tell you more about 
that later. Now, let’s see your mouth. Yes, 
a new lipstick will be an improvement, 
too.” 

Grace must have noticed the strange ex- 
pression creeping over my face, for she 
paused. then added quickly: “I know you 
must be wondering why I’m doing all this 
for you. but believe me, Honey, I just think 
you're my kind of girl, and I was just like 
you once. I needed a break, and somebody 
gave me one. So now I am giving some- 
body one.” She snapped her fingers and 
sighed, “That’s life. Now don’t worry 
about the money I spend on your clothes 
and things. You'll pay me back someday.” 

But I protested that I had money, and I 


explained it all to her, but Grace just 
grinned. “I knew you were a smart girl,” 
she said. 

Sometime later, when I told her that I’¢ 
received a letter from home saying that 
the old doc had to sell his home and that 
the beauty school had closed for lack of 
funds, we both laughed for hours. 

The rest of the week was spent in a 
frenzy of preparation and anticipation, 
Saturday night finally arrived, and as the 
party was just beginning, I surveyed my- 
self before the mirror, resplendent in a 
low-cut, sun-gold dress that enhanced my 
black eyes, showed off to perfection my 
tawny skin, and displayed—as the sales. 
lady had wittily said—“the nerve of every 
curve.” I approved of everything the mir. 
ror reflected. Smiling to myself and feel. 
ing a bit like Cinderella, I sallied forth. 

As I stood in the doorway, a long, low 
whistle from somewhere on my left an. 
nounced my entrance. Grace spied me, 
took my arm and began introducing me to 
everyone. As we moved about the room, 
I could hear the favorable comments from 
the males in the crowd. I knew I had it 
made. 


T SHALL ALWAYS remember that first 

party, even after all the tragedy that 
resulted from it. But most of all, I shall 
remember until I die the first time I saw 
Pete. Pete, with the soft, gray eyes that 
at a moment’s notice could change to 
nickel-plated steel with tiny flecks of green 
fire. eyes with utter laughter in them. the 
wild need of the true artist to express, 
create; Pete, whose throbbing pulse of 
every finger could make a piano laugh, 
sing, cry, flame according to his mood; 
Pete. who could do to my body the same, 
as I cried, laughed, flamed under the pas- 
sionate touch of his throbbing fingers . . 

The party was in full swing and I was 
having fun, although a little heady per- 
haps from three glasses of champagne or 
from being the belle of the ball. I wasn’t 
sure which. I danced and danced. whirling 
about the room in the arms of one man 
after another. I could see that the women 
were jealous, but I didn’t care, for I was 
having the time of my life. Almost every 
male present flattered and fawned over me, 
attentive to my slightest wish. Grace’s boy 
friend. Bob, was among them, but being 
smart enough not to bite the hand that 
feeds, I soon cooled him. 

One fellow I noticed was very short with 
a stocky build and bushy eyebrows that 
reminded me of a well-known labor leader. 
He had a handsome, almost feminine face 
and seemed to be in his early forties, for 
his hair was slightly gray at the temples. 
I saw him through a cloud of cigar smoke 
that he created. Gazing at him, I looked 
into a pair of the coldest black eyes I had 
ever seen. They seemed to burn into you. 
Perhaps I had a premonition at that mo- 
ment, for I shivered slightly. He stared 
right through me, his eyes reminding me 
of those of a diamond-backed rattler. Then 
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] began to notice a difference in the way 
everyone treated him. Everybody else was 
referred to by their first name; he alone 
was called “Mr. Keller.” 

[ have no doubt that every move I made 
that entire evening was observed by those 
cold black eyes. 

Still shaken by the incident, I drifted 
with the sound of music toward the piano 
and there. for the first time in that smoke- 
filled room, I saw Pete. For a brief time 
that seemed an eternity, neither of us said 
a word. but our souls met through our eyes, 
searched each other, and each in turn 
found what the other wanted. Then it 
seemed as if I heard a voice in the distance 
saying, “Honey, this is Pete Chaney.” 

He grinned roguishly and broke the 
spell. “Like music?” he asked. 

“Yes.” I replied, a little breathless. 

“Well! Ill play especially for you,” he 
said. then he lapsed into an old Nat Cole 


number. An Old Piano Plays The Blues. 
“Like that?” he asked, smiling, as he 


ended the tune. 

“Uh huh.” I murmured. 

He kept staring at me as I listened, 
strangely under his spell. Then for a while 
he consciously ignored me, engrossed i 
his music. He seemed to have forgotten 
that I was there, but I knew better. I knew 
that he was playing for me and me alone. 


Suddenly. he looked at me almost angrily 
and said quickly: ““You’re new here, aren’t 
you?” 

“Yes. I’ve only been here a week,” I told 
him. 

“I can tell.” he said. “I make a lot of 
these parties. They’re all the same. Where 
are you from?” 

“Wheeler.” I said, “a litthe town in 


Georgia. not far from Atlanta.” 

He frowned and looked angrier than be- 
fore. then burst out with: “Why don’t you 
go home, get out now. Go home. Honey 
Brown!” 

Shocked and startled. I was unable to 
reply before Grace interrupted: “Darling, 


the party is for you. It’s your show. Come 
along now.” 
“Wait.” I said. then turned to Pete: 


“Mr. Chaney. would you give me a light?” 

As he stood up to light my cigarette. I 
could see that he was tall, thin, and lithe 
with all the masculine grace of a pent-up 
tiger. His soft brown hair seemed to have 
darts of gold as the light played upon it; 
his mouth was sensitive. All of this I saw 
at a glance. and felt again a strange stir- 
ring within my very being as he leaned 
closer with his flaming lighter and whis- 
pered. almost inaudibly, “I’ll call you to- 
morrow.” 

“Tll be out.” I said quickly. 

His eyes were nickel-plated. “You'll be 
home,” he said. 

“T will not,” I snapped, and marched off 
with Grace, knowing deep within my heart 
that I would be home, waiting for him to 


call. He knew it, too 

“Come on to the powder room,” Grace 
said, “I’m bursting with news.” 

Once away from the crowd, she chat- 
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tered enthusiastically. “This is it, Honey, 
youre a hit,” she said. “The Mr. Max 
Keller has fallen for you—but hard. He’s 

gold mine. I’ve been knowing him for 
ears, and I’ve never seen him just go all 
out as cool as he is.” 

Grace was thrilled and proud of herself. 
Oh, I knew it!” she cried. “I knew it 
from the moment I first saw you. Honey, 
ou’ll have Chicago at your feet. You’ve 
cot the deck, kid. and it’s your deal.” 

For a few moments after Grace left, I 
at still stunned. For even in the little 
own of Wheeler I had heard of Max Kel- 
ler. Who hadn’t? But I never dreamed 
that the Mr. Keller I had been watching 
was the fabulously wealthy real estate mag- 
nate. Hastily, I retouched my lipstick, 
dabbed on more perfume and went back to 
the party. By that time. everyone had 
coupled off. Max Keller was waiting for 
me. 

We spent the rest of the evening to- 
gether. Pete Chaney simply ignored me. 
He seemed to be far away. lost in his music, 
and when he left. he didn’t even look at 
me. 

I went to sleep that night and dreamed 
of a huge coiled snake with black piercing 
eyes lying on top a piano. and the man 
playing the piano was Pete. 


{s RACE WAS UP and out early the 

next morning. so I was alone when the 
telephone rang. I knew who it was by the 
harp throbbing of my heart even before 
[ answered. All he said was: “I want to 
see you. Be ready in an hour and don’t 
dress fancy.” 

“Yes, Pete.” I said weakly. 

I didn’t want to wear any of my new 
clothes, so I searched. found a blue skirt 
and a pale pink sweater. dressed, told my- 
self I was crazy. and was ready on time. 

Pete didn’t have a car. but I’ve never 
had so much fun in my life. We walked 
and walked through the park. ate lunch 
at a quaint little restaurant. and ended up 
it a movie. 

As we strolled arm in arm after the 
movie, Pete’s face took on a serious ex- 
pression. 

“Honey,” he said. “I want to talk to 
you. I can’t talk at Grace’s. I don’t like 
t up there.” His voice was steady and 
sure as he looked deep into my eyes with 
his soul-searching gaze. 

I felt the tension of the moment. and my 
lips trembled slightly as I said: “Ill go 
to your place, Pete.” 

The room looked like him. From just 
looking around, for some reason I could 
tell that Pete lived there. It was big but 
very inexpensive, and housed a small stove 
and sink in one corner, a desk. bed and 
dresser. Sheet music was lying all around, 
and a couple of T-shirts were flung care- 
lessly over a chair. Yet overall, the room 
was clean. An old-fashioned piano stood 
in another corner. 

“Sit down,” Pete said, but I stood look- 
ing at a painting of a very beautiful and 
ery nude woman. 
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“Like that?” he asked. “I picked it up 
in an old antique shop. A quaint place, 
I’ll take you there sometime.” 

“Pete,” I said, “play for me.” 

“Oh, a private concert, eh?” 
swered with a smile. “Okay.” 

He sat down at the piano, and time lost 
all form and meaning. 

I sat there, entranced under the spell of 
his music, for what must have been hours. 
Suddenly, I realized it was dark. How long 
it had been that way, I didn’t know, but 
now a quick thunderstorm was rolling in 
and it was raining. As the lightning 
crackled across the black sky, an old and 
sudden terror came back, my fear of 
storms. Suddenly a bolt flashed, followed 
by a loud clap of thunder. 

“Pete!” I screamed. 

Leaping up to run, I stumbled, staggered 
and fell across the bed. Pete rushed over 
to me and his arms went around me like 
bands of steel. 

“Sh-sh-sh,” he whispered. “There’s noth- 
ing to be afraid of.” 

Soon, all fear left me. and those eyes of 
nickel-plate with little flecks of green fire 
were close to mine. I felt myself relax, go 
limp all over. My arms crept up and tight- 
ened about his shoulders. I heard his voice 
whisper hoarsely: “Oh, my God! Honey! 
I didn’t mean—” 

He never finished, for our lips met in the 
burning hunger of our first kiss. Tremors 
of ecstatic joy seized us as our bodies 
rushed toward each other with all of the 
unabated passionate fury of the storm out- 
side. 


he an- 


WAS IN LOVE for the very first time 

in my life. The awareness of it surged 
through me and filled me with a sort of 
strange and secret sweetness as the cab 
raced across the slippery street. Pete had 
been sleeping gently when I left. I had 
written him a note, softly kissed him good- 
night, and hailed a passing cab. 

Grace was waiting for me when I got 
home, and Bob was just leaving. 

“Did you get lost?” she asked. 

I didn’t answer. She closed the door 
behind Bob as he left. 

“Darling,” Grace said, “where on earth 
have you been? I’ve been frantic! I didn’t 
know what had happened to you and I 
have the biggest surprise for you.” She 
paused and peered at me _ anxiously. 
“There’s nothing wrong, is there, Honey?” 

“No, of course not,” I said. 

“Oh, you’ve had dozens of calls all day,” 
Grace continued energetically. “Max 
called four times. Imagine him! And just 
wait until you see what’s in your room. 
Two huge boxes. One came from Max by 
special messenger. I didn’t dare open them, 
but I can tell by the shape of one that it’s 
flowers. I’m simply dying of curiosity.” 

She followed me down the hall to my 
room chattering on and on until I couldn’t 
stand it any longer. 

“Grace, please, I have a headache,” I 


said. “I’m going to lie down a while. [’]| 
open the gifts later.” 

Grace looked a little hurt, but she said. 
“Okay, Honey. Aren’t you hungry? Want 
something for your headache?” 

“No, thanks,” I said, “I just want to be 
alone. I want to think.” 

She looked at me rather strangely. told 
me to call her if I needed anything. then 
left. 

After a lukewarm shower, I climbed into 
bed, thinking only of Pete—my darling, 
beloved Pete. I had lain in his arms for 
hours while we talked. He had told me all 
about himself. Born in New Orleans. he 
had played music all his life, having been 
taught by his mother, who was a music 
instructor. His father, who worked on the 
river, died after Pete had spent three years 
in a school of music, and Pete had to drop 
out for lack of funds. Since then, he had 
drifted about, playing parties now and 
then, like at Grace’s, and six nights a week 
he played for a key club on the Near 
North side from 10 in the evening to 4 in 
the morning. My genius Pete was just 
waiting for the one big break. 

And I had told Pete all about me. too: 
how I’d never had any real family life. | 
didn’t mention the fact that I had broken 
my mother’s heart by refusing to return 
home after my first year in college. But | 
had told him the truth about everything— 
even the bad things about me. Under the 
fine cleanliness of his love, I was ready to 
bare my soul. He had stopped me by put. 
ting his hand over my mouth. 

“Shut up, Honey,” he had said. “I know 
all that I need to know about you. You're 
mine now, Honey Brown, only mine.” 

All of this was turning over in my mind 
as I lay in bed, doing what all women 
down through the ages have done—revel- 
ing in the dreams of the naked luxury of 
an evening spent in the arms of a lover. 
Finally, I drifted off into a deep, dreamless 
sleep. 

I don’t know how long I slept before 
Grace awakened me with a cup of hot tea. 

“Here. drink this,” she said. “You'll feel 
better. While you were asleep I arranged 
the flowers for you. They’re beautiful. 
Take a look.” 

I rubbed my eyes a second and looked. 
Standing on my dressing table, tall. 
straight and proud, were two dozen long: 
stemmed American beauty roses. 

“Compliments of Mr. Max Keller,’ 
Grace said with a flourish. “And he called 
again while you were asleep. He said no 
to disturb you. You had another call, too.” 
She paused, not saying who the seconé 
caller had been. 

“Pete?” I asked quietly. 

“Yes,” she replied rather strangely. Shit 
looked at me as if to say something mott. 
but apparently thought better of it. 

Finally she went on. “Open the other 
box, Hon. I was severely tempted to whil 
you were asleep, but it takes somethin: 
out of it when you receive a gift thal’ 
been opened.” 
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“1 almost forgot,” I said, untying the 
gaily-colored ribbon. 

To say I was astonished at what I saw 
would be putting it mildly, for lying softly 
cradled against the tissue laden box was 
the most gorgeous silver blue mink stole 
that Grace or I had ever seen, and with it 
atiny card reading: “A little something to 
keep a Southern beauty warm.—Max 
Keller.” The signature was big and bold. 
Grace and I were both speechless, but she 
was the first to break the silence. 

“Well, I’ll be dog-gone,” she said. “I’ve 
known Max Keller for ten years, and I 
never! Well, I'll be a—” She called her- 
self a dirty name. “Oh, baby, you’re made. 
Sweetheart, you’re in business. I knew 
you'd be a hit, but I never dreamed you’d 
set the boss himself.” 

" “Boss?” I asked. “What boss?” 

“Oh, that’s just what we call Max, 
he’s such a big man. Say, let me look at 
you in that stole. I knew you had a lot on 
the ball, and last night you really started 
that ball rolling.” 

I was sitting quietly, staring into space. 

“Say,” she said suddenly, “what’s the 
matter with you?” 

I didn’t say anything. 

“I get it,” she said slowly. “It’s Pete, 
isn’t it?” 

“Yes, it’s Pete,” I told her. 

“Serious?” Grace asked. 

“Yes, this'is for real,” I said. 

“I thought so.” Grace said. “I sort of 
felt it last night. Something about you 
two. Well, listen, Honey. I’m older than 
you. I know life. I’ve kicked around and 
ben kicked around a lot. Sure you love 
Pete. That’s great. But what about it? 
Ive known Pete quite a long time. He’s a 
swell guy, but he hasn’t got a dime.” 

I started to interrupt her. 

“Shut up,” she said, “and just listen. 
Now, so Pete loves you, too. So what? He’s 
amusician, a born artist. Pete loves his 
work. Think of it. If you married him, 
he'd have to give up his career, go out and 
get a job. The two of you could struggle 
out an existence for a while, but do you 
think he would be happy, or that you 
would?” 

I didn’t say anything, so Grace kept 
talking: 

“Now, take Max. for instance. Max can 
tive you the whole world. Wise up, kid. 
There’s no reason why you can’t have your 
little world and Pete, too, if you’re smart 
ad handle it right. You could get enough 
out of Max to have a little nest egg for you 
ith until Pete gets his break. So what? 
That's life and who would be the wiser?” 
As Grace kept talking, I took the stole 
wt of the box, tried it on and paraded 
lefore the mirror. 

“Oh, you’re a doll, simply a doll,” Grace 
wid breathlessly. “Wait until Max gets a 
lad of you in that.” 

I felt the rich pelts luxuriously tingle 
ind caress my bare skin, and I snuggled 
the soft fur against my cheek. My old en- 


emy, greed, must have smiled, for my mind 
was made up. I knew that I couldn’t give 
it back. 


THE NEXT six months were a merry- 

go-round of long blissful afternoons 
spent with Pete, but my nights were given 
to Max. It was easy, for Pete worked 
every night then at the club. Expensive 
jewelry, clothes, perfumes, all I greedily 
accepted from Max, for my way was paved 
and paid for by him. He urged me to 
move away from Grace’s place and take an 
apartment. When I refused, he smiled in 
his slow, cold way and said, “I can wait.” 
His wait was to be shorter than I thought. 

One morning around 4 a. m. Pete called. 
His voice carried a note of excitement as 
he said, “Hon, this is it!” 

“What?” I answered sleepily. 

“Don’t ask questions now,” he said. 
“Just get dressed and I’ll pick you up in 
about thirty minutes. We'll go to my 
place.” 

“Okay,” I said. 

Day was breaking when we got to Pete’s 
Over coffee he told me the news. 
Chuck Norman, who headed a big band, 
had been in the club and heard Pete play. 
Church was leaving for a European tour 
in three days. His own pianist had become 
ill in Chicago, and Pete had been offered 
his spot. Pete was jubilant as I sat listen- 
ing to him, quietly sipping my coffee. 


place. 


“Honey, don’t you get it?” he exclaimed. 
“This is it. Why, just one tour with Chuck 
Norman and I’m made, established. This is 
the big one.” 

“When do you leave?” I asked slowly, 
painfully. 

“In three days,” he said. “Now, shut up, 
doll, and let me do the talking. This is the 
way I figure. We can be married before I 
leave. You can stay here until you can join 
me later, but I can’t ask you to come now. 
All of this is new, and believe me, the 
road is no place for a woman.” 

Then he paused—I had begun to cry. 
“What’s the matter, Honey? Don’t, Honey, 
don’t cry. What’s the matter?” 

“Nothing,” I sobbed, “I just don’t want 
you to leave me, ever!” I clung to him 
passionately. 

“Baby, baby,” he whispered. 

I was in his arms, crushed against his 
chest, feeling his heart beating wildly on 
mine. The room spun crazily, then we 
forgot the world ... 

Three days later, Pete left for Europe. 
There were long desperate kisses as we 
said goodbye at the airport. Sometimes, 
even now, I wonder if we didn’t have a pre- 
monition, for I seemed to feel a sudden 
chill as I watched his plane soar into the 
sun. I watched until it became merely a 
distant speck on the horizon. 

Grace and I were silent driving home 
from the airport. Traffic was heavy, and I 
noticed she was driving a bit faster than 
usual. She had always handled a car ex- 
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pertly. Then I noticed her eyes held a sort 
of fixed expression on the road; the pupils 
had an almost pin-point brilliance. Not 
wanting to meddle, I decided to keep quiet. 
She broke the silence with: “Did Pete take 
it hard?” 

“You were there,” I snapped. 

“No. Honey. I mean about your not mar- 
rying him until he returns to the States,” 
Grace said apologetically. 

“I’m sorry, Grace,” I said, “I didn’t 
mean to bite your head off. But I’m upset 
and I'll miss him so. But I’ve got my plans 
all cut and dried. By the time he comes 
back I’ll have enough out of Max and we’ll 
be fixed for life. Oh, I’ve done a lot of 
scheming.” 

Grace, who was once so sure, now 
seemed a bit doubtful. “Think it’s that 
easy?” she said. “I hope you know what 
you're doing.” 

“I do,” I said confidently. 
lot of practice.” 

“Yeah,” laughed Grace, “your batting 
average is pretty high. Ain’t seen a guy 
that could resist you yet.” 

I was to remember her words with regret 
two weeks later. 


“T’ve had a 


qt WAS on a Friday night when I had 

just stepped out of a shower. Clad 
only in scanty lingerie, I was dashing off 
a hurried letter to Pete when the doorbell 
rang. Thinking it was Grace or Max, I 
slipped on a sheer negligee and answered 


the door. It was Bob, slightly tipsy as 
usual. 
“Where’s Grace?” he demanded. 


“Out,” I said, watching his leering look. 
He seemed to be devouring me with his 
eyes. I drew my negligee closer. 

“Well, pretty, I'll just build myself a 
drink and wait for her.” 

There was nothing I could do, so I said 
okay. I sat down to finish my letter to 
Pete. Suddenly, I felt a heavy hand on my 
shoulder, and I knew what was coming. 
For months now, at every opportunity, Bob 
had tried to talk to me, to touch me or kiss 
me or make dates. I always purposely 
avoided him, for I had grown to loathe 
him. My mind was racing now, wondering 
how to get out of the situation, how to 
handle it; wondering if he was drunker 
than I thought or as drunk as he pre- 
tended. I decided to take a chance on the 
latter. 

“Take your filthy hands off me!” I 
blazed. All of the hate and disgust I felt 
must have shown in my face, for I could 
see a dull anger rising in him until it be- 
came a livid, flaming rage. His eyes fired. 

“Why you cheap little—” he snarled. 


I slapped him as hard as I could. He 
lunged for me, spitting out vile names. I 
tried to fight him off but his weight sent 
us both sprawling to the floor. We wrestled 
briefly, then he was on top of me, pinning 
my arms to the floor. I could smell the 
liquor heavily on his breath, coming closer 


and closer. I closed my eyes. Then sud. 
denly. I couldn’t feel Bob’s weight on me 
any longer. I opened my eyes, but imme. 
diately wanted to close them again. for | 
had looked straight into Grace’s shocked, 
hate-filled face. 

It was Max who had pulled Bob up. Bu 
Bob was up for only a second. I could 
see the angry veins bulging on Max’s fore. 
head as he knocked Bob down again. 

“Get your coat,” Max said, “you're get. 
ting out of here.” 

As we drove away, Max seemed quite 
happy. He told me he and Grace had met 
on the elevator on the way up to her 
apartment. “I guess you'll take that place 
of your own now,” he said. 

“Yes.” I nodded. 

A virtual penthouse high above the city, 
the kind most girls dream of, is what Max 
put me up in. It was an eight-room, 
glassed-in affair that made Grace’s place 
almost seem like a dump. 

My place soon gained notoriety, for 
there, morals were cheap and virtue was 
loose, as celebrities, pretenders and hang. 
ers-on came to wine and dine. Almost ey. 
erything was on the house, for Max was 
most generous. The days and nights almost 
seemed unreal. My hours ran from dawn 
to dusk and to dawn again; a constant 
round of champagne, glitter and gaiety as 
the thrill-seekers buzzed around me like 
flies. 

Max gifted me with a white convertible, 
and I was riding high. I had everything; 
everything but real love and Pete. But | 
consoled myself with the thought that I 
would have that as soon as he came home. 
Somehow, I would lie and convince him 
that I’'d done all of this for him—for us. 
We would be rich. He loved me so, he 
would believe me. He couldn’t give me up. 
I was sure of that. As for Max, I'd get 
rid of him as I had gotten rid of others 
before, like the old doc and Paul. It would 
be easy. 

Besides, Max had been well paid for 
his generosity, oh so well paid for every- 
thing he had done for me. I thought of 
the nights when I had to brace myself first 
with straight shots of liquor before I could 
stand for him to touch me; the cold cruelty 
of my resistance seemed to inflame and 
enhance his ardor all the more, for Max 
was a person that liked taking what he 
wanted. 

But things ran smoothly until gradually 
I began to get the feeling I was being 
watched. I mentioned it to Max, but he 
laughed and said, “As beautiful as you 
are, you’re watched all the time.” Still. | 
thought I saw the flicker of a shadow in 
his eyes. He seemed a bit tense, as if he 
were under a strain of some kind. I asked 
him if everything were okay. 

“Sure. baby.” he said, “except I’ve got 
a little business deal going on for a couple 
of weeks. It will be straightened out soon.” 

“Anything I can do to help?” I asked. 
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[had wanted most of all to get in on some 
of Max’s business, for I felt that I could 
be sure of getting a share of the real 
money. But so far the closest I had been 
able to come to it was handing over a few 
packages to people at Max’s instruction. 

“Fix me a drink, will you?” Max said. 

I had forgotten him and mixed one for 
myself, and now I remembered that he 
was sensitive about a thing like that. 

“There is something you can do for me,” 
he said suddenly. “There’s a guy who’ll 
be around here about ten tonight. I want 
you to give this to him. I won’t be here 
until later.” 

He handed me a small neat package 
wrapped in brown paper and tied with 
string—it looked like all the other pack- 
ages he had given me. 

“I'm going to lock it in the bedroom 
closet. don’t let anyone see it or open it 
under any circumstances,” he ordered. 

“What’s so secretive about all this?” I 
asked, thinking of the other times I had 
handled packages for him. 

“Do as I say,” Max snapped, his jet 
eyes very cold. I knew when he meant 
business. “Don’t give the guy the package 
unless he gives these exact words: ‘This 
is Joe. Ervie sent me.’ You won't be alone. 
Lou will be here.” 

Lou was Max’s chauffeur and general 
handy man. I disliked him intensely. 

“Ugh,” I said. 

“It’s for your own protection,” Max said. 
Then he made me repeat the words “This 
is Joe. Ervie sent me,” several times until 
he seemed satisfied. Then he left. 

Lou came up shortly, sat down 
promptly fell asleep. An hour later, 
phone rang. “This is Joe.” a voice said. 

“Okay,” I said, “come on up.” 

I turned to Lou, who was sitting upright, 
the phone having awakened him. “Is that 
the guy?” he asked. 

I nodded, then went to the door. 

When I opened it, in stepped not one 
man but two. One was tall and thin, the 
other short and stockily built. The short 
one stood in the background. “This is 
Joe.” the tall one said. “Ervie sent me.” 

“Excuse me a minute, I'll get the pack- 
age for you,” I said. 

When I handed the package to the tall 
man. Lou, who had been eyeing them 
curiously all the while. suddenly snapped: 
“The boss said there’d only be one guy.” 

Before I knew what was happening, Lou 
had whipped out his gun and was firing. 
But the short man’s gun spoke first. Then 
I saw Lou lying on the carpet. blood oozing 
from a bullet hole in his head. The tall 
man grabbed me, and I heard the sound of 
running feet and whistles in the distance. 
I began screaming as loud as I could, again 
and again. A hand swept across my face, 
and I heard a voice say, “Slap her again, 
she’s hysterical.” Then I lost conscious- 
ness, 


and 
the 


THE HEADLINES were not gentle. 
‘Vice Queen Seized In Dope Raid,” 


“Vice Lord, Mistress Seized,” “King And 
Queen of Dope Dethroned.” There were 
pictures of me in all the papers. I was a 
ruined woman. 

The whole story came out at the trial. 
Under the guise of a respectable business- 
man, Max had been the dope kingpin of 
the Midwest. Grace, Bob, all who had at- 
tended that first party at Grace’s house, 
except Pete and myself, had been in on the 
racket. I remembered then the unnatural 
brilliance of Grace’s eyes that I had no- 
ticed from time to time. I learned she had 
encouraged me to come to Chicago only to 
engage me in the racket, but that plan was 
forestalled because Max had liked me too 
much and had nixed the whole idea. 

The trial dragged out for weeks, and I 
waited in despair. In the end, Max was 
sent to prison for 20 years, and Grace and 
Bob got five years apiece. 

But I was completely cleared, for it was 
proven that I was innocent of what had 
happened. I'll always be grateful to Max 
for that, although he never looked at me 
once in the courtroom. I guess he thought 
of me as of all his other investments— 
something irrevocably lost. 

Part of my defense was paid for by a 
unknown benefactor. But I 
knew who he was. I saw him in the court- 
room as the verdict of “not guilty” was 
pronounced upon me. I rushed to his side. 

“Pete,” I began, but his face was hard 
as stone. He seemed to look right through 
me for a moment. Then, slowly shaking 
his head, he turned on his heels without 
a word and walked out of my life forever. 

I have left the city now. I sort of stay 
on the move, the stigma of dope is still at- 
tached to me. At times, I still feel as if I’m 
being watched, but I’m not sure and I don’t 
really care. 


supposedly 


He has his 
movie 


Pete is quite successful now. 
own trio and they’ve appeared 
shorts and on television and in magazines. 
He has never married. They say he hates 
women. 

Sometimes, if you are in a club where 
he is performing and you happen to see 
a woman hidden in the shadows, listening 
intently to that soul-stirring music with 
tears in her you shouldn’t wonder 


who she is. THE END 
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a TO LEARN. Supplement present income by doing 
this profitable creative home work for studios, stores. and 
~~ ——.. others. Full or part time. Fascinating hobby or 
/ vocation. Old established school. Low tuition. Easy 
‘em Yi payments. Write today for FREE BOOKLET. 
Uy It tells all about getting started. No obligation. 
WF? 






NATIONAL PHOTO COLORING SCHOOL 
835 Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 3232, Chicago 14. 
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> Thin Hair= 


NOW- 


HORMONEX SERUM 
HAIR AND SCALP 


RESTORES liveliness, body to 
thin, mistreated hair—at once! 
Gives thin, burnt, brittle hair 
natural female hormones fe- 
Stim- 
ulates tiny blood vessels in scalp, brings more blood to 
scalp, ‘‘feeds’” hair roots! Helps hair look naturally 
fuller, heavier, longer, hold wave better. Gives wonder- 
ful highlights without greasiness. Drop directly into 
sealp. See thin, burnt, damaged hair—look younger, 
healthier, heavier—or money back. Handy dropper bottle, 
2 months supply. 
SEND NO MONEY—7 DAY TRIAL TEST 

Send name and address. Pay only $3.50 on arrival plus 
C.0.D. postage and tax—on guarantee you must be 
satisfied with first results or return remaining HOR- 
MONEX SERUM for Hair and Scalp for money back. 
Or save money. Send $3.85 which includes tax and we 
pay postage. Same guarantee. 

MITCHUM COMPANY. Dept. TH-2, Paris, Tennessee 


WANT TO MAKE MEN LOVE YOU? 


LAMOUR LOVE DROPS PERFUME— 
Alluring, unforgettable aroma attracts 
and holds love, never fails! Be glam- 
orous, romantic, Make men love you. 
+ be irresisti- 
terrific in your romantic 
tiny drop lasts for days. 
5 value. Only $2 with order 
$2.75 if C.O.D, with directions. 
1 "PE: RSONALLY GUARANTEE that if 
you are not CO in os SA ris 


$2 right back. Write NOW. 


Dept. 1’2 220 W. 42 St., N. Y. 36 
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quired by woman’s body to stay young, attractive. 














LAMOUR CO., 
FEMALE HELP WANTED 
-| $23 WEEKLY for wearing lovely 


71.! dresses supplied to you by us. 
Just show Fashion Frocks to 








friends in spare time. No in- 
vestment, canvassing or experi- 
ence necessary. Fashion Frocks, 
Dept. X-2114, Cincinnati, Ohio. 











Selling EXCLUSIVE 
= PARAGON Cushion Shoes 


Even if Now Employed 


Enjoy your own lifetime, inde- 
pendent shoe business without 
investment. Steady repeats. To 
$4.00 pair advance commissions. 
Big bonus. Make $50 and more a 
week in full or spare time. Over 
153 latest smart styles. Magic 
cushion. Easy to start. Write for 
FREE OUTFIT ‘oday! 


PARACON SHOE COMPANY 
79 Sudbury St., Dept. 12, Boston 14, Mass. 


PRAYER 


is a Tremendous Mighty Power! Are you facing diffi- 
cult Problems? Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? 
Love or Family Troubles? Are you Worried about 
someone dear to you? Is someone dear to you Drink- 
ing too Much? Do you ever get Lonely—Unhappy— 
Discouraged? Would you like to have more Happiness, 
Success and ‘‘Good Fortune’’ in Life? 

f you have any of these Problems, or others like 
them, dear friend, then here is wonderful NEWS— 
NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is 
helping thousands to glorious NEW happiness and joy! 
Whether you believe in PRAYER or not, this remark- 
able NEW WAY may bring a whole NEW world of 
happiness and joy to you—and very, very quickly too! 

So don’t wait, dear friend. You will surely bless this 
day—so please don't delay! Just clip this Message now 
and mail with your name, address & 3c stamp to LIFE- 
STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 52¢2, Noroton, Conn. We 
will rush this wonderful NEW Message of PRAYER 
and FAITH to you by AIR MAIL absolutely FREE! 


WOMEN DEMANDED THIS NEW 
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con enjoy this 
NEW “FEMININE so VAL SECURITY" 
For Comfort, Freedom & 
Confidence 
Made of Satin Soft 
Plastic 
No More Fear of 
Garment Stains 


Doesn't Pull or 
a Lies Flat—Doesn’t 
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Cleans with damp cloth, tnvisib 


Pull the ends of “ through the holes—slip knot it 
and it stays sizes (Small—Medium—Large) 


ONLY $1.00— SEND TODAY GE SAFE TOMORROW 
GARD-ETTE, 16857 Union St., Victorville, Cal. 


Fits $0, Snug it's 
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Smant-Locking Clothes 
STUDY AT HOME—DEVELOP YOUR TALENT 
W: ether you wish to make a career of dress design- 
ing or want only to gain the skill needed to create 
yriginal styles for yourself and members of your family, 
1e National School of Dress Design now offers you the 
opportunity to acquire — al — training which re- 
quires only spare time study at 
To those with aptitude, our int teresting home study 
ndation Course in Fashion ee — Sketch- 
Pattern Drafting, Cutting, and Fitting provides a 
sound fundamental background—a background which 
may open the door to an eventual fashion career, or add 
fascination, thrills, and zest, as well as increased skill, to 
the work of the homesewer or the dressmaker. 


A LEADING HOME STUDY FASHION SCHOOL 
Be ucked by years of experience, our training covers all 
essential phases of styling and costume designing. Basic 
principles are taught by the inspiring “learn-by-doing” 
method, step-by-step under the supervision of a q fi 
instructor who takes a real interest in your progress. 

FREE BOOKLET! MAIL COUPON TODAY! . 
Clip a mail coupon below at once for 
valuable free booklet, “‘Adventures in 
Dress Design,”’ and full 1 particulars. Sent 
postage prepaid without obligation. (No 
salesman Will call.) 

NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
835 | Diversey Parkway, | Dept. 3232, Chicago M4, | ti, 


WATIONAL | SCHOOL OF DRESS 0 DESIGN, ; Dept. 3232, 

835 Diversey Parkway, Chicago 14, ill. 

Please send me FREE and postpaid your booklet, 

“Adv entures in Dress Design,” and full particulars. This 
bligates me in no way. 
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“VANISHETTE" The LATEST 3 


2 « e 7 
Figure Slimming} 
miracle of Paris ; 
"Magic Lastic Waist Band" will $ 
INSTANTLY Vanish 4 inches 

OFF YOUR WAIST 


It's Light as 
a Feather 
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« 
4 
. 
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4 
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f 

In complete com- 
| fort, ‘Vanishette” 
j 

i 


gently but firmly 
trims your torso 
into pencil-slim 
_ lines. Made of ny- 
' lon two-way power 


knit, it can’t curl, 
roll or pinch. No 
| digging, sticking 
» bones. Washes like 
'adream... dries 
_ in a jiffy. It’s ex- 
quisitely tailored 
|... truly a beauty 
to behold. Regular 
or panty style. Reg- : 






| ularly $18.00. $ 
4 
Now 
i pee -98 > 4 
j Black, 
White, 5 
or Pink 7 


Sizes: Smali (24-26) 
Medium  (27-28)9 
Large (29-30) Extra ¢ 


4 





' WILCO FASHIONS, Dept. R91-B 

1 35 S. Park Ave., Rockville Centre, N. Y. | 
j Send ‘‘Vanishette’’ C.O.D. I’ll pay $...plus postage. I 
i enclose $...... YOU pay postage. O Size...... i 
I 
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What Every Girl Should Know | i 


(Continued from Page 11) 


contrary to this ideal of love fulfillment, 
she may be able to walk away from the 
love affair with little or no ill effects. But 
the unrelenting virgin with a strict, re- 
ligious home training may suffer a nervous 
breakdown or long-lasting feelings of guilt 
as a result of a clandestine love affair. 
Robbed of her virginity, without the com- 
fort or protection of an engagement ring, 
a young girl may feel she is unfit for fu- 
ture love or happiness. And, because sex 
is still a social thing, she may feel that her 
reputation and good name is lost forever. 
The most important thing to remember is 
sex is here to stay! Don’t run away from 
it or be ashamed of your own sex feelings. 
If you see yourself with a wedding ring 
in an ivy-covered cottage with Mr. Right, 
then wait for him. If not, then let your 
head, not your heart rule. 

Falling in love for a woman happens 
most frequently between the ages of 16 
years and 20 years and reaches the peak 
during her 18th year. Men are less likely 
to fall in love in their teens but are the 
easiest targets for Cupid’s darts during 
their early twenties. Both men and women 
frequently fall “in and out” of love. Most 
of these love affairs end with comparative- 
ly little or no ill feeling on the part of the 
couples involved. 

Besides the boom in candy sales and Val- 
entine greetings, love has a definite physi- 
cal effect on those involved. Scientists have 
found that love acts as a stimulus on the 
entire nervous system, quickening mental 
powers, making it possible for a person in 
love to do many things which he otherwise 
might think too difficult. On the other 
hand, disappointment in love can cause 
deep organic upsets which may result in a 
loss of appetite or feelings of deep depres- 
sion. Insurance company records show that 
a man who is happily in love (with or 
without a spouse) will reach middle age 
in a healthier state than a man with a 
frustrated or empty love life. 

Why will you fall in love? If you repre- 
sent the average young American girl, you 
will probably fall in love with a “dream” 
mate. He will be a composite of many 
physical and mental characteristics. He 
might look like your father, smile like your 
uncle and be as tall as a basketball center. 
He may be handsome or homely but this 
combination of qualities will make him 
your dream man. The search for the 
“ideal” man is usually more important to 
women than to men. 

However, a recent poll conducted by the 
Institute of Marital Relations revealed that 
only slightly more than half of today’s 
women marry for love. The rest say “I do” 
for: 1) security; 2) fear of becoming an 
old maid, and 3) the desire for children. 
These are the reasons which drive many 


women into a loveless marriage without the 
realization of love. Psychiatrists warn that 
waiting for the right man is much better 
for emotional and mental health. Many 
a marriage, haunted by dissatisfaction and 
regrets, has ended in divorce. If you are 
under 30, in reasonably good physical and 
mental health, don’t feel that love is pass. 
ing you by. A look before the marriage 
leap pays off in dividends. 

If your aim is marriage (and if you are 
the average young girl, it is) it’s fairly 
easy to determine if you are ready to take 
the step toward this goal. After checking 
your biological, psychological and eco. 
nomic situation, ask yourself: Are you 
ready for the responsibilities of marriage? 
Do you really want to be married (and be 
prepared to make yourself secondary to 
the marriage partnership) ? and finally, do 
you understand it’s true meaning? If you 
can honestly answer “yes” to these key 
questions, then you are ready to take the 
step. 

A smart girl should be anxious to ac. 
company her true love in the moonlight, 
if statistics are correct, since most men 
propose at night. either during or after an 
evening’s drive. The next popular pro- 
posal site is in a girl’s own house. Unlike 
bygone days, he won’t ask papa or mama 
until later and then, only as a gesture of 
courtesy. In fact, you will probably ac- 
company him when he asks for your hand 
in marriage. 

Since there is no universal rule for the 
care and feeding of boy friends, lovers or 
husbands, it is difficult to know the correct 
approach to the male mind. But if you 
are the romantic type and believe in signs, 
the following guide may be of some help. 
It is essential that you do have a particu- 
lar man in mind. however, and even if you 
don’t know his name. you must know his 
birthdate. Men born under the sign of 
Libra (Sept. 23-Oct. 22) have an outstand- 
ing knowledge of feminine psychology. 
They make good dress designers, hairdress- 
ers and shoe shop salesmen. Men born 
under the Aquarius sign (Jan. 20-Feb. 19) 
have a tendency to be more in love with a 
job, hobby or recreation than with their 
wives. Capricorn (Dec. 22-Jan. 19) males 
go for women of mystery, falling hard 
for the “hard-to-get” girls. Leo (July 23- 
Aug. 22) men are great admirers of the 
feminine form and love to discuss their 
love conquests. He is a perfectionist in all 
things concerning women. 

Equipped with a good lipstick and the 
courage of her convictions, the young med- 
ern miss of 1957 should have no doubts of 
her success in the wide, welcoming world 
of love. So relax and look for that man 
who is somewhere on the horizon. You have 
nothing to lose but your heart! THE END 
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(Continued from Page 13) 


a bunch of up-and-coming vocal groups, all 
unknowns, to give the kids a break in 
showbiz. Recent line-up included The 
Dells, The Pearls, The Channels, The 
Velours, The Solitaires, The Flamingos, 
The Chips and, (good heavens!) The Un- 
knowns—they worked in masks. 

You haven’t really heard it ’til you 
get a load of rock *n’ roller Scream- 
in’ Jay Hawkins. Screamin’ Jay is a 
27 year old ex-Golden Gloves cham- 
pion fighter. He sports a wardrobe 
of weird-colored tuxedos, wild flow- 
ing capes and white buckskin shoes. 
He writes all that business he’s 
screaming about. “I Put A Spell On 
You” is the screaming end! 

Bandleader Willis Jackson dropped 50 
pounds and doesn’t care who knows how he 
did it. What everyone thought was a secret 
formula turned out to be an unpleasant 
“forced” diet during a tour of Southern 
one-nighters. Willis says he played the 
“Empty Stomach Blues” for three solid 
weeks, 

When Sammy Davis, Jr. unfortu- 
nately lost his voice, several perform- 
ances of the “Mr. Wonderful” show 
had to be cancelled out. Which gives 
him the distinction of being the only 
star on Broadway that can’t be re- 
placed. The theatre had to close. 
Actor Rex Ingram, who recently cele- 

brated his 60th birthday, is planning a re- 
turn to the Broadway stage with a wed- 
ding celebration on opening night. 
prospective bride of the May-December 
affair isn’t quite half his age. 

Gloria Lockerman, the 
whiz from Baltimore, who won $16,- 
000 on The $64,000 Question and 
split $32,000 on The $64,000 Chal- 
lenge, was originally a candidate for 
the Quiz Kids show. 

Baseball Giants’ Willie Mays and his 
Marguherite have their initials engraved 
on the sidewalk of their Harlem home. 

The Divine One, Sarah Vaughan, 
is being sought for the lead in an all- 


spelling 


Negro western movie. Her co-star: 

Nat (King) Cole. 

Blind Art Tatum, the brilliant jazz pi- 
anist, was once assured that an operation 
would give him sight. But he refused, be- 
lieving that the excitement of seeing might 
interfere with concentration on his music. 
At the time of his death he was seriously 
considering giving up night clubs for the 
concert stage. 

Blind, 25-year old Ray (Hallelu- 
jah; I Love Her So) Charles, the 
singer-pianist, says: ‘There’s some- 
thing for everybody to do if they just 
want to do it. I’m happiest doing 
what I’m doing now, and I do this 
best.” 


The 
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A BETTER WAY OF LIFE! 


Now is the time to get your start with LUCKY HEART toward a better, 
richer way-of-life...to put yourself into this big-money-making picture! 
You'll fit right in just by following the famous Lucky Heart Plan. 

As a LUCKY HEART REPRESENTATIVE you'll be welcomed and 
respected in your community...make many new friends...enjoy the glamour 
and excitement of the cosmetic business...have a lot of fun...and best of all, 
you can make BIG MONEY...$50 to $250 easily, in full or spare time, with- 


out any experience! 


All you do is show,.demonstrate and sell ex- 
clusive quality, nationally advertised Lucky 
Heart Cosmetics to friends, neighbors and 
relatives. You'll find Lucky Heart perfumes, 
beauty aids, and hair care products are needed, 
known and wanted in most every home... 


| and they’re so beautifully packaged they sell 


| on sight. Your customers will be so pleased 


| 








| with their Lucky Heart Cosmetics they’ il often 
| call you and order them again and again, and 


every order means Big Money for you... money 
of your own to buy the things you want most. 


In addition, at no cost to you, you'll 
get wonderful, useful premiums—FREE gifts 


| —such as radios, blankets, curtains, lamps, 
| silverware and many other fine, expensive 





gifts from our premium lists or as special 
offers sent you from time to time. 





Lucky Heart Representatives live better! 
Every day letters come in from representa- 
tives all over the country telling about the 
new homes, cars, furniture and appliances 
they’ve been able to afford thanks to Lucky 
Heart easy earnings! Savings and checking 
accounts, education at fine schools and col- 
leges for their children, wonderful trips and 
vacations, support for the Church! These 
folks have learned how easy it is to have a 
better way of life...with LUCKY HEART 
COSMETICS! 


Make up your mind right now to put 
yourself into the Lucky Heart Picture. Just fill 
out the coupon below and send it in right 
away. You'll be taking the big step toward 
putting yourself into the Big Money pic- 
ture that puts you into the better way of life! 
LUCKY HEART, Dept. 2B, Memphis 2, Tenn. 














SEND FOR fr 
DISPLAY i LUCKY HEART, Dept. 2B 
4 : 400 Mulberry St., Memphis 2, Tenn. 
p> CASE us Yes, I want to make extra money to bring a better 
oe = way of life to my family and myself. Without cost 
OFFER 4 or obligation rush me complete information and 
s Cosmetic Display Case Offer. 
' NAME 
Handsome case is filled with 4 
a fine selection of full-size, & ADDRESS 
beautifully packaged Lucky : 
Heart Cosmetics! a CITY STATE 
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OVER 
100,000 
SOLD 

BY 
MAIL 


YOU WEAR 


2 SIZES 
SLIMMER 


OR MONEY BACK 
FRENCH 
FIGURE 





REDUCER 


i ae a 
A-D-J-U-S-T-§ TO YOUR EXACT SIZE 
Inches Vanish from Waist, Hip and Thigh sizes 





Re breathing comfort and By nan age 3 support. Power 
lastic -i-v-e-s and s-t-r-e-t-c am you sit, bend, 

tch Nou’ ll enjoy unmatched. “aus and comfort as you 
d relax. Will not roll or curl o1 p. Washes like a 
p Ea low priced. Pavaionn hi-waist gives you 
nionable thin waist and long torso that’s in vogue 
You'll immediately look taller and slimmer as inches 
nm your waist, hips, thighs and derriere disappear from 


2 STYLES—3 COLORS. Made of first O og 


quality two-way stretch rayon elastic 
ALL 
SIZES 











with 100% pure natura! rubber, with 
rich satin panel. Regular girdle or . 
panty girdie with removable snap- 
button crotch and garters. 

Nude, White or Blue 
Medium (27-28) 


Small (25-26), )» e (29-30). Also 
plus’’ (sizes for the fuller figure): x va 1-32) XX (33-: “35) 
Ganse (36-38) XXXX (39-40) XXXXM (41-43) KXXKXX 


WILCO FASHIONS, Dept. f91-B MAIL 
35 S. Park Ave., Rockv lle Centre, N.Y. NOW ! 


Se 
| 


| Please send me French FIGURE REDUCER for 10- ge 
-& rial, Money-back guarantee. Size......c.cceeee+ 
cere ececes extra crotches at 49¢ ea. 
| My color choice. .........+ssesssscsecccccceees 
Regular O Panty Girdle. ] 
| Send C.O.D, plus postage, 
| I enclose $4.98. H 
| NAME (print) ..ccccccccccccescescecsccesessses | 
| ADDRESS (print) | 
TY z 
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-a pny hon Trade 

or ess 
Baking is one of America’s high 
industries in wages. Not sea- 
sonable, but year ‘round good 
~ field for trained experienced men. Thor- 
ough basic spare time home study course 
lays solid foundation. If you have apti- 
tude for this type of work, send coupon 
below for FREE Booklet, ‘‘Opportunities 
in Commercial Baking.’’ 








ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee 
NATIONAL BAKING SCHOOL 

635 Diversey Parkway Dept. 3232 Chicago 14, tll. 
Send free booklet ‘‘Opportunities in the Baking Industry’’ 
and full particulars, 


Nam 


City 












No Classes To Attend 
Let's face the facts! High school graduates get the 
better job opportunities . . . enjoy bigger incomes 

are accepted socially. But lack of high school 
needn't hold you back any longer. Now you can 
get your high school diploma in spare time. Individ- 
ual instruction and easy-to-follow lessons speed up 
your training and avoid wasting time. Take 
just the approved subjects you need for a di- 
ploma. Send coupon for FREE catalog NOW! 








MAIL Now 
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Outlaw Lovers 
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then stopping abruptly just below her 
knees. 

Cutting short my casual inspection, I 
said quizzically, “So you like the boys, 
too?” 

She glanced at me _ absent-mindedly, 
visibly disturbed at the intrusion, then 
leaned forward in the winged-back chair. 
“Tt’s not them,” she said tartly, “it’s their 
music.” Her face was placid and immo- 
bile like the huge french window framing 
her blonde hair. 

I invited myself into a chair while wait- 
ing for the split second when the time was 
right. “But how can you separate music 
from musicians?” I asked finally. 

“Listen!” she ordered impatiently. 

I listened all right. The vibraharp 
chords were like pin pricks on twitching 
muscles only there was no pain. It was 
like wallowing in honey minus your outer 
layer of skin. It was like—oh, shucks, 
what’s the use? I was listening, all right, 
but I was looking too. I waited for her to 
break the spell. 

“Tt’s way out.” she said while bobbing 
her head slowly with the music. “Nothing 
like it in jazz. It’s, it’s exciting!” 

I groped for words. The way she re- 
laxed in her chair when the music ended 
had added new meaning to her last re- 
mark. She seemed emotionally exhausted. 
I cautiously studied her plastic-rimmed 
glasses and the pale pink in back patted 
into features soft and delicate with a tinge 
of Nordic throughout. She caught my 
scanning eye. 

“Fontessa is one of their greatest.” I 
mumbled sheepishly to disguise my em- 
barrassment. 

She agreed. then went on saying she 
hoped the Quartet didn’t go commercial 
like so many of the other modern jazzists. 
I told her there was little danger because 
the Quartet was quite serious about the 
possibility of wrapping free-flowing jazz 
in tailor-made. classical garb. It was like 
putting flitting, shimmering little goldfish 
in a bowl to heighten your appreciation, I 
said. So there had to be definite limits in 


music, too, or you ended up with con- 
fusion. 
I don’t think she liked my glib dis- 


course on jazz, because before I knew it 
she had turned so abrupt and cold toward 
me that I eased uncomfortably out of my 
chair as if to leave. 

“IT hope I didn’t frighten you away,” 
she said. 

The remark caught me by surprise. “No, 
you didn’t,” I snapped back in self-de- 
fense. Actually, though, I was perplexed. 
Maybe she wasn’t angry with me after all, 
I thought. Maybe she was playing a game. 
It was worth sticking around to find out. 
After all, the lounge was empty and there 


really wasn’t much else to do since most 


of the other students were home for the 


summer. At Middleboro, during summer. 
there was nothing separate about the days. 
Like rain drops on a window-pane. they 
ran together and trickled away. The fact 
is, I listened to music when I wasn’t 
studying or waiting tables to keep from 
getting bored. But here, perhaps, was an 
invitation to excitement. I sat back down. 

“I didn’t mean to get all stuffy,” I said, 
“It’s easier to be informal. My name ix 
Ray. And yours?” 

“Greta. Greta Andersen.” 

“Greta Andersen.” I repeated slowly, 
“h-u-m-m-m, Swedish, Danish, Norwe .. .?” 

“You were right at first.” 

“IT knew it all the time,” I said. 

She laughed for the fleetest of instances 
then, after changing another twelve-inch 
record, slumped into a_ peculiar, pale. 
faced lethargy. 

“Do you have a cigarette?” she asked. 

I held out my pack. She plucked one. 
parted her lips with it and waited for my 
light. It was lit. The way she sucked deep. 
ly on the paper tube seemed to suggest 
what discords were playing deep inside. 
Like music, they communicated feeling 
wordlessly. 

“Methinks something bothers milady,” 
I said. 

Pressing her head lightly on the chair 
wing, she tucked her legs under her, then 
said nothing bothered her with a faked 
nonchalance. I told her it was stamped on 
her face like notes on a music score. Some 
people, I said, drink their troubles away, 
others dance them out. Then there’s music. 
But maybe talking was the best way. “You 
tell somebody about it,” I said. 
a bold stranger like me helps some- 


know, 
“Even 
time.” 
She was visibly ruffled by the sugges- 
tion. Her small lips, pressing together. 
quivered like water under the wind. “Oh. 
it’s very simple.” she said, regaining her 
composure. “ ‘Girl Rebels Against Par- 
the headlines would say.” 
I said as mat- 


ents,’ 

“I’m afraid I don’t dig,” 
ter-of-factly as I could. 

A veil of cigarette smoke floated lazily 
up from her lips as she exhaled easily. 
she said, “a girl with all 
the advantages—a_ socially prominent, 
well-to-do family, clothes, money, good 
school, everything except her own mind.” 

“The picture comes in focus,” I said. 

“She never grows up like other boys 
and girls. She’s seldom happy, frequently 
sheds tears in her room. Her parents shel- 
ter her so she ‘won’t get in trouble.” 

“Uh-huh,” I grunted as the thumbnail 
sketch unfolded. 

“She goes away to college, a big git! 
she thinks. But even there her pat- 
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ents’ shadows haunt her. They think for 


her by remote control. By weekly letters 
and monthly visits they guide her every 
move. Above all, they tell her, that is, 
‘they suggest’ who she must date. Because 
happiness can be found only with someone 
already in their charmed circle. She 
mustn’t nurse any crazy notions 
everybody being basically the same.” 

“The plot thickens,” I said sympatheti- 
cally, “but the story needs a climax.” 

“It was last year,” she answered. “I had 
already been here two years, trying hard 
to be an obedient child. But you can’t 
help but make friends with all sorts of 
people here. You know that! So I had an 
especially warm friendship with an Indian 
student, a real nice fellow. Parents find 
out, say I’m mingling with the wrong kind. 
Really, child, you’re not old enough to 
know,’ mother says. ‘When you’ve had as 
much experience as I’ve had, then you'll 
see.” 

“IT guess age is a kind of pedestal,” I 


about 


said. 

“So I was going to be stubborn about 
it.” she continued as if ignoring my re- 
mark. “I was going to assert my rights, 
stick by my Indian friend. Then one day 
the dean of men here calls him in, sug- 
gests that he doesn’t see me anymore if 
he wants to keep his fellowship. So Gupta 
tells him -he and his fellowship can go to 
hell and calls him a few choice names. 
Naturally he was expelled and I haven’t 
heard from him since he went back to 
India.” 

“You loved him, didn’t you?” 

“I’m certain I did.” She paused thought- 
fully. “But when you’re killed inside ’til 
youre dead as a...asa prune. I,I...” 
Her cigarette tumbled from her fingers. 
Her voice was intense and emphatic, the 
words gushing explosively as though 
forced through a hole under great emo- 
tional pressure. The vapor in her eyes 
condensed to tears. 

Somehow a woman’s tears always upset 
me. I fumbled for words, then I hit upon 
an idea. “Still wanna be a rebel?” I asked 
recklessly. 

“I don’t know what you mean,” she said. 

I stammered. “I... I mean. Well you 
know the old cliche about crying in beer.” 

“I’m not in the mood for witty cliches.” 

“No, Greta, I wasn’t trying to be witty. 
I mean, I thought maybe if you like beer. 
Well, I like beer and I know a place 
where they have the best modern jazz 
combo in town.” 

“Where?” There was no enthusiasm in 
her voice. 

“Well, if you'll come with me tonight, 
I'll show you where.” 

“Tonight?” she asked defensively. 

“Why not?” I said as boldly and force- 
fully as I could. I expected her to turn 
me down, though. 

“I want to, but... 
“But your parents?” 
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She didn’t hesitate. “Sure, I'll ge.” 

So we set the time and I told her in a 
nice way that maybe I shouldn’t come to 
her sorority house, because I didn’t want 
to raise anybody’s eyebrows and cause 
trouble for her. We had to be realistic I 
told her. But she said she didn’t care 
whose eyebrows she raised, because it was 
her business who she dated. Then she 
asked me if I was “chicken” and told me 
I was making the situation worse than it 
really was just as her parents had done 
with Gupta. Still, I insisted, we had to be 
realistic. Finally, she agreed to meet me 
at the student lounge. Unconsciously. she 
pulled on her hair and I promised to 
make her stop the nervous habit if I ever 
got to know her. 


O THAT was how it started, peaceful 

like, but even then I had a feeling 
something awful was going to happen. It 
was like good jazz building up to a weird 
climax. Anyway, I met her that night at 
the student lounge. She told me I looked 
“sharp.” I winked at her, told her that’s 
what parted hair, a trimmed mustache, a 
brown-checked sport coat and a windsor 
knot did for a man. I told her she looked 
exciting as we walked out to the street. 
While we waited it seemed as if a cab 
would never get there. When it finally ar- 
rived and we were getting in, I hoped to 
myself that she hadn’t seen the sneering 
look the Irish cabbie gave us. 

“Take us to the Eastern hemisphere,” 
she said gaily. 

I laughed to relieve the tension, she 
laughed, he laughed and that was good. I 
directed him to the colored Elks club and 
discreetly sat as far from her as I could. 
I was thinking about being realistic. 

Spinning around a last corner, we glided 
up to the Elks club. Inside, Greta liked 
its red-leathered booths, the mahogany 
bar and the indirect lighting. She liked 
its cozyness and its sit-down-and-make- 
yourself-at-home atmosphere. 


She liked the combo, too. Somehow, 
though, I was a bit uneasy, because a few 
people were staring. I ordered beer with 
a studied coolness. It was first one, then 
two, then four and that was enough. She 
was getting talkative, not loud though. She 
said she wanted to be a social worker and 
meet all sorts of people. I told her maybe 
she should be living in an international 
house like me. She said someday she was 
going to run off from her parents. And 
she was smoking cigarettes like mad and 
really getting herself to feeling good. 

I concentrated on my beer, watched the 
bubbles rising like visible musical notes 
from the salt grains at the bottom of the 
glass. If only people could be that free, I 
thought. Maybe Greta was feeling free in- 
side, because energy leaped from her with 
an electrical urgency. 

“Speak right into the mike,” I said. 

“Quiet, worm! You’re a knucklehead. 
You’re a crazy monster.” 


“Comes from bad company,” I an. 
swered. “You’re drunk!” 

She laughed and laughed and laughed, 
then slapped me playfully. It was good to 
see her laugh so much. Somehow you can 
laugh and forget things. As for me, I was 
still conscious of the wailing jazz combo 
up on the bandstand. I guess I was pur. 
posely preoccupied with them, because se. 
cretly I wanted to be a perfect gentleman 
with Greta on this first date. Of course, 
girls don’t like perfect gentlemen, but 
maybe this was a different case. Mean- 
while, time slipped by quick as a music 
scale. 

“Lady. it’s ten-thirty,” I announced as 
I started toward the phone booth to call a 
taxi. But Greta wanted to ride a bus in- 
stead. She said the three-block walk to 
the bus stop would give her a chance to 
talk with me a little longer. She said she 
liked to talk to me. So out the door we 
went. 

“That combo was a natural gas,” she 
said flippantly in language she seemed 
thoroughly familiar with. “There’s some- 
thing creamy and sensual about it.” 

We swapped hepster idioms, talked 
about the Elks club and the Modern Jazz 
Quartet and shimmering little fish in a 
fish-bowl. In a little while-we had walked 
out of the Negro neighborhood on the 
way to the bus stop. 

“Let’s go back to the Elks sometime, 
huh, Ray?” 

“Yea. Sure!” I answered quickly. 

“Pretty soon?” 

“Yea, sure, pretty soon!” 

“But why so abrupt, 
wrong?” 

Yes, something was wrong, all right. 
Greta didn’t seem to notice people stop- 
ping on the street and turning around to 
stare at us long and hard. I wasn’t drunk 
or anything, but I swear I had the feel- 
ing I was walking naked through rows of 
blast furnaces. A small knot of teen-age 
white boys, standing belligerently on the 
corner, spied us. I tried to be cool, but I 
expected trouble because two of them, 
breaking off from the group, began to fol- 
low us. Maybe this is it, I thought. Hap- 
pily, the bus rumbled up as we reached 
the corner, but they boarded too and 
parked themselves right behind us. 

“Whaddaya think about smart alecs?” 
one asked the other loud enough for us 
to hear. 

“They oughta be separated from their 
teeth,” the other fellow muttered. 

“Yea, they oughta get their teeth on a 
platter.” 

“On a black platter.” 

Greta turned around, looked at them 
wordlessly. The wild anger of an enraged 
animal surged through me. Yet, I didn’t 
want to give them an excuse to start a 
fight. 

Maybe Greta was thinking the same. 
“Our stop is coming up,” she said. 


I didn’t notice until after we had gotten 
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off that the bus had stopped on campus, 
put I did observe that the two fellows 
stayed on. I guess maybe I was relieved. 
“We still have two blocks to go,” I said. 
“I like walking,” Greta said coyly. 
“Yea, good for the legs,” I answered 
dryly. 


MONTH was gone before we knew it. 
A We had studied together at the li- 
brary almost every day, eaten together, 
listened to music together. Greta didn’t 
talk about her parents and her Indian 
friend anymore. Patiently, with tact and 
gentleness, I had gradually thawed the icy 
harriers raised by her home training. We 
both enjoyed each other’s company, par- 
tially because we had learned to be “real- 
istic.” Instead of a cab or bus, I borrowed 
my friend’s car to visit the Elks club. We 
had lots of fun there, although Greta em- 
barrassed me with the passion she show- 
ered on me in public. 

I remember our first kiss there. Her 
eyes sang impudently intimate words, a 
caress to me in a loud voice. They sang it 
loud enough for anybody to hear, to see 
even and the rest of her responded rhyth- 
mically. Yet no music escaped her lips. 
All I heard was a muffled sigh. Sure, I 
was embarrassed, but I loved it. 

And how I liked eating dinner with her 
on campus and then strolling down the 
shaded walks just as the summer sun 
would go down. Somehow, when I was 
with her, I always felt like I swallowed a 
bright piece of that late evening sun and 
it burned inside, sending out little show- 
ers of sparks into every particle, into 
every finger and toe. 

And when we tired of walking we would 
sit on the auditorium steps. I’d take her 
in my arms, gently at first, stroke her 
blonde hair, breathe heavily, then moisten 
her with kisses. My body’s weight would 
press her hard against the concrete un- 
yielding, unwilling to yield except when 
we'd see a policeman patrolling that beat. 
Then we’d play a game of peek-a-boo, re- 
treating stealthily to the darkest part of 
the huge auditorium doorway. 

And when the rains came outside, we'd 
hurry to the second floor lounge in the 
student recreation hall. It was almost our 
own private lounge because usually no 
one was there. Then we'd really fold into 
other’s arms. It was always cozy and crazy 
with Greta squeezing me and vibrating all 
over like a leaf and me about to blow a 
gasket. She agreed one evening that a 
body shouldn’t be shut up in a case like 
arare fiddle gathering cobwebs. 

And we both knew we were going to my 
empty fraternity house that night, but we 
didn’t know somebody in a police car 
shared our secret. And I remember us in 
the fraternity house and the small-of-back- 
caressing hands gripping tightly while 
time stood still in a dark silence shattered 
by the sound of heavy feet, a gruff voice 
and the vacant-eyed stare of a flashlight. 


Momentarily. we didn’t care that they had 
sneaked in and caught us. 

“All right. get your clothes on! !” shout- 
ed a six-foot, lantern-jawed cop in a voice 
loud as a kettledrum roll. It didn’t take 
us long. Leaving Greta in the room. I 
hurried out on the porch to bargain with 
him. 

“Look, officer, can I talk to you?” Over 
his shoulder I could see his squad car 
parked a few houses down the street. 

“Whaddaya want?” 

I stood in front of him, looking up in 
his round face. “You could help, if you 
wanted to.” 

“Whaddaya talkin’ about? Git the girl 
and git in the car! I’m takin’ ya in.” 

“Can’t we talk.” I put my hands on the 
badly filled sack of flour bulging out over 
his belt trying to keep him from walking 
away. “Look, officer, I don’t want to get 
her in trouble,” I pleaded. “Isn’t there 
something you need? Can’t we talk?” 

“Hell no!” 


“IT know how you feel about it officer. 
Bawa 

“Git in the car!” He started toward the 
squad car. I trailed quickly behind him. 
Meanwhile, Greta followed us from the 
front door. 

“Tll give you anything you want, 
officer!” I said desperately. 

“Are you gonna git in the car or do I 
have to put you in?” 

We got in. There I was sitting right 
next to the big cop and his pearl-handle 
revolver was sitting right next to me. I 
fought myself. One little bullet would fix 
him. I thought, but then his buddy was 
in the back seat with Greta. I wouldn’t 
have a chance. 

Slowly, reason returned to me. “Did 
someone call into the station about us. 
officer?” 

“Buddy, we’ve been keepin’ our eyes on 
you for a ]-o-n-g time. You didn’t see us 
but we sure as hell saw you go in there 
tonight.” 

“T s-e-e,” I said 
around and looked at Greta, 
was a silent sliver of trembling flesh. Ap- 
proaching a squat, brownstone building, 
we edged up to the curve and braked to 
a stop. Climbing out first. I reached in 
for Greta and the two of us walked arm 
in arm in front of the two cops toward the 
building entrance. Darkness, fear and 
anxiety swallowed us as we waited in the 


gloomily. I turned 
who by now 


police magistrate’s courtroom, laughing to 
keep the tears away. 


RETA WAS taken before the magis- 
trate first. About an hour later I saw 
her walking between two guards toward a 
cell. Soon I heard someone in the adjoin- 
ing hall. “Come with me,” the policeman 
ordered and I was escorted before the 
magistrate. Four other policemen stood in 
front of his desk where he sat hunched 
over several legal papers. 
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Anacin® not only gives stronger, faster 
relief from pain of headache, neuritis and 
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a combination of medically proven, active 
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Buy Anacin Tablets today! 
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new healing substance with the astonishing 
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pain — without surgery. 
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! He looked up at me. “Your name jg 
taymond Grant?” 


se a 

“You’re a student at the college?” 
Ten? 

“You're charged with . . .” and he 


plunged into a spasm of legal rhetoric. 
“Now, first I want you to understand, Ray. 
mond, I’m trying to look at this case ob. 
jectively. The color of your skin doesn’t 
enter the picture.” 

“TI appreciate that, sir,” I said as gen. 
uinely as I could. 

Then he told me that society says thou 
shalt not do this and thou shalt not do 
that. “Well, what do you have to say for 
yourself?” he asked, rearing back in his 
swivel chair. 

I hesitated. “Well, I’ve . . . I’ve never 
bf been in trouble before in my life. I’ve had 

a good record in high school and the 
ag 4 k L gee Army. Even—even here in college. I guess 
y air oo S onger: being here sorta ...er...awes me. No, 
awed isn’t the word. I—I guess, I dunno, 
Maybe I’m confused—er—” 

“Tell me, what do the colored girls on 

campus think about you fellows dating 








“At last—I have the glamourous, longer-looking hair I’ve always 
wanted! With the ultimate in new hair preparations—Long-Aid with 
K-7 for hair and scalp! 


Longer-looking, shinier hair — easy to swirl, curl! Helps relieve white girls?” 
brittleness, dandruff, itching scalp. Long-Aid with K-7 dresses hair, con- Before I could answer I felt the four 
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voice. 

“Yes, I know.” 

“And you do know it’s morally wrong?” 

“W-e-l-l. er—yes and no.” I blushed as 
if I had been caught cheating at cards. | 
really hadn’t thought seriously about the 
morals involved. I rationalized. “You see, 
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wire with wet hands. I felt toward him 
like a dog feels when a shiny truck comes 
down the street. He knows he can’t stop it, 
he can’t conquer those twinkling wheels, 
but being a spirited dog he’s certainly 
going to run alongside and bark. I barked, 
all right enough. “But, Judge, isn’t that the 
maximum ?” 

He answered yes. I asked if that was 
the rule on a first offense. He told me how 
lucky I was for getting off so easy. Other 
judges would have given me a rougher 
time, he said. He warned me that I'd real- 
ly suffer if ever I came before him again. 
Then he told me that he still wanted me 
to understand that he had been fair to me 
despite of my color. Presently he com- 
pleted the necessary papers to commit me 
to jail, since I didn’t have near enough 
money to pay the fine. 

On the way to a cell one of the police- 
men asked me how I liked Greta’s body, 
whether she was as passionate as she 
looked. The other fellow quipped, “Pretty 
expensive, wasn’t it?” I didn’t answer. I 
was so mad that tears welled up. 

Then I saw Greta behind iron bars as I 
passed her cell on the way to mine and I 
was too ashamed to look her in the eye. 
Continuing down the hall, I was escorted 
into my cell and numbly heard the door 
clatter behind me. The spinning earth was 
rushing up to meet the falling sky and I 
was being crushed in between. I felt as 
helpless as a fingerless pianist. 


MORNING CAME QUICK on the heels 

of a sleepless night. They let me 
phone my oldest sister, Della, in Cleve- 
land. I asked her to wire me the money 
for my fine, but she brought herself in- 
stead on the next plane out. She told me 
that before she paid my fine the judge 
didn’t want to release me. But she had 
pleaded with him, explained that I was a 
mixed-up youngster who had dreamed up 
a lot of crazy ideas, said I had confused 
the real and the ideal. Then she asked me 
the inevitable. “Why did you have to go 
messing with a white girl?” 

“T love her. The fact that she’s white 
doesn’t matter.” 

But it did matter. For one thing, Greta 
told me when I met her a week later on 
campus that the judge dismissed her fine 
when her parents came for her. I told her 
that I had just been kicked out of the 
college for one semester that morning by 
the disciplinary committee. 

She said she hadn’t been suspended but 
her parents were going to move her to 
another school anyway. She didn’t want 
to go; she wanted to marry me, instead. 

“We could run off and get married and 
stay away from everybody. We’d be com- 
pletely happy, then,” she said. 

“You can’t run from the world.” 

“When you’re in love, the world is two 
people,” she said. 

“In a goldfish bowl, if you’re black and 
white,” I replied. 


She broke into a wild laugh. She 
laughed and laughed and laughed like the 
times at the Elks club. “Oh, snap out of 
it,” she chided. 

“Somehow, I don’t think it’s funny.” 

“Ray, what’s come over you? You’ve let 
them get the best of you. Can the college, 
can the state, can the universe stop us 
from marrying if we love each other?” 

“T do love you, Greta, but somehow...’ 

“Somehow nothing matters but love.” 

“If it’s not the love of a false god. I 
feel right shallow inside.” 

“Will you marry me, Ray?” 

“Greta. Greta, after all the trouble I’ve 
caused you?” 

“Can’t you 
stronger. Hasn’t it?” 

“Of course it has, Greta, but can’t you 
see? We must think twice before we speak 
of marriage. Let’s face it, we need more 
than love.” 

“We need to be ‘realistic,’ I suppose?” 
she said impatiently. “That’s what you 
always say.” 

“Realism and guts,” I said firmly. 

“Do you have guts, Raymond?” 

“Maybe not. Maybe not. Somehow, I 
feel guilty. Maybe I’m all mixed up like 
my sister said.” 

Greta would not listen. She said neither 
of our families mattered, because one day 
we had to live our own lives with whom 
we chose. I asked her if our marriage 
would make a difference with our children, 
whether we would be strapping an extra 
burden on them. She insisted that people 
like us got married everyday, have chil- 
dren and live happily. I found it hard to 
disagree. But it wasn’t just marriage that 
disturbed me, I told her. There was also 
morality wrapped up in our story. Had we 
not stained our lives, broken not only Mid- 
dleboro’s code but also a universal moral 
law? I thought about how we had met 
only a month before over a jazz record 
and how I gushed glibly about rules in 
music. Now, I could see, there had to be 
rules in human conduct, or there 
would be confusion. Thou shalt not lest 
you destroy yourself and society, too. 

She was silent, neither agreeing nor dis- 
agreeing, no longer arguing. I kissed her 
for what I knew was the last time, then 
hurried home to pack my things for the 
next train out. Her letters have followed 
me and as [ sit here alone in my room 
thinking about our ordeal, my mind is 
like a taut tarpaulin with people playing 
hopscotch on it. Yet I know a big, strong 
man mustn’t cry. A cool man mustn’t cry. 
A repentant man mustn’t cry. A tortured 
man must grin and bear his shame. 


THE END 
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Starved For Love 


(Continued from Page 19) 


he took me out to dinner, or in the way I 
raved over even small favors. To me, it 
was all wonderful. 

The only difficulty that arose was in bid- 
ding Jim goodnight at the door. I didn’t 
mind a kiss, but I felt that to let him come 
in would be pulling the plug out of the 
dam. Furthermore, I was mixed in my 
feelings for Jim. I liked him, and I had 
to confess that he was becoming a nice 
habit with me. But was it love? Or had 
[ been without love for so long that I was 
unable to recognize it when it came along? 
Certainly I was fond of Jim. I liked him 
more than any man I had ever met and he 
was good to me. Yet, there was a certain, 
almost indescribable lack of kindness 
about him, a thing I could not quite put 
my finger on. Maybe it was because he 
didn’t seem to care too much for children 
or dogs, and my father had said never 
trust a man who didn’t like dogs. 

But I liked Jim and the night came 
when I could no longer keep him out of 
ny apartment. It was after a particularly 
lovely evening when Jim had taken me to 
2 movie I was dying to see, and we had 
enjoyed a big dinner in a rather fancy 
Chinese restaurant. After all, I told my- 
elf when we reached my place, a girl 
can't expect to ever get a marriage pro- 
posal by fighting a guy off at her front 
loor. Then I was surprised at how I had 
let the idea of marriage to Jim creep into 

mind. He had not mentioned it. In 
fact, he had showed a certain reluctance 
» discuss marriage in any form. But that 

ght at the door Jim’s kisses were per- 
istent. I let him in. 

“Coffee?” I asked cheerily as I slipped 

of my coat. 

“Later, maybe,” he replied matter-of- 
factly, as though he intended to be around 
a while. I hung up both our topcoats. 
[hen I walked over to him, and he quickly 
gathered me into his arms, pulling me 
down on the sofa with him. 

“Jim, please!” I gasped, struggling for 
breath between his kisses. 

[ thought you were never going to let 

in,” he grinned. 

“T wasn’t sure I should,” I answered, 
then added with a raised eyebrow-look: 
And I’m not sure now, either.” 

He just stared at me, a strange look of 
desire mounting in his face. 

Jim,” I said quickly, “what’s happen- 

with us?” 

What usually happens between a man 
ind a woman?” he said. 

You know what I mean,” I said. 
“We've been seeing each other so regular- 
ly. We’ve grown accustomed to each other. 
ti] s 

[ didn’t know how to go on. Couldn’t 
he see what I wanted him to say? Even if 
he wasn’t ready to suggest marriage, at 
least we should have made some commit- 
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ments to each other, I felt. But Jim was 
too busy with his lips and his hands. 

“Please, Jim,” I said, squirming under 
his caresses. 

“What’s the matter with you, Lola?” he 
asked suddenly. “You act as if we were 
complete strangers.” 

“It’s getting late, Jim,” I said nervous- 
ly, “I don’t think we should A 

He wasn’t listening, but only growing 
more and more demanding with his kisses 
and caresses. And then we were strug- 
gling. 

He stopped abruptly. “What kind of 
cold witch are you?” he snapped sharply. 

“Jim.” I said, fighting back tears, “I 
just don’t think it’s right.” 

“Not right? Do you think you can go 
running all over town the rest of your life, 
having a good time, and then settle mat- 
ters with a peck on the cheek at the door? 
Even if you’re not a red-blooded woman. 
I’m a man, and I expect to be treated 
like one.” 

“T didn’t mean to insult you, Jim,” I 
pleaded. “It’s just that we aren’t even 
engaged or anything and vs 

“Oh, come on, Lola, grow up,” Jim said 
impatiently. 

“T just couldn’t do a thing like—like 
this, Jim. I couldn’t.” I was crying. 

“Okay, Lola,” Jim said, getting up from 
the sofa. “I thought you were a big girl, 
but you only want to play games. I won- 
dered why you were so lonely, but now I 
know. Nobody has got time to be a suck- 
er. Especially me. [ll see you around.” 

“Jim, must it be like this?” I begged, 
following him to the door. 

“Tt’s up to you,” he said curtly, and 
walked out, slamming the door behind 
him. 

The next few days were a torment. Jim 
seemed to avoid me like I had the plague, 
and I did not have the courage to face 
him. I tried to forget him, but there was 
nothing else for me to think about. I de- 
cided that he was acting stubborn and un- 
reasonable, and if that was all he wanted, 
well, I was better off rid of him. But how 
could I be sure I wasn’t the one acting 
stubborn and unreasonable? Hadn’t times 
changed? Were a girl’s morals supposed 
to be different now? Maybe the things 
that Mother had taught me on her death- 
bed were now out-of-date. Actually, my 
giving in to Jim would at least preserve a 
chance to get him to marry me. The other 
way, I had no chance at all. But still, I 
just couldn’t do it. 

The slow, unhalting return of loneliness 
was the worst part of all. Except for the 
eight hours I spent in the cafeteria, I 
lived in a world by myself, a world that 
nobody wanted to share. And now, hav- 
ing tasted Life as Jim had offered it, I 

could not bare the existence I had lived 
before; the endless hours of boredom, the 








long nights of nothing but sleep. Any. 
thing was better than that, anything— 
even Jim’s terms. 

It was almost midnight when I got out 
of bed and picked up the telephone and 
called the cafeteria. Jim was working the 
late shift, and would be off soon. 

“This is Lola, Jim,” I said when he an. 
swered. I had to struggle to hold back the 
tears and ache in my voice. “Please come 
over.” 

“For what? So you can act like a baby,” 
he said coldly. 

“Please come, I won’t act like a baby,” 
I told him. 

It was a bitter price to pay. Jim was 
rough, impatient, crude, inconsiderate of 
my total lack of experience. But at least 
he was there. He was with me. That was 
the most important thing of all. 


IM AND I took up where we left off, 

except that we spent more time in my 
apartment than we did going out. I longed 
to do things for Jim. I often prepared 
meals for us, despite the fact we ate in 
the cafeteria, and I laundered Jim’s shirts. 
using the skill acquired through long 
years of experience at home. I was en- 
ticing Jim with all of the comforts of home 
—every single one of them. 

Jim accepted, though not with any great 
show of gratitude. His manner was still 
ofttimes abrupt. I could not always tell 
when he was coming, or how soon he 
would be leaving. He seemed to have 
many things to do. 

But I was sure I was winning him. Any 
day now, I thought, he’s going to ask me 
to marry him. He’s got to. I refused to 
think of my life of sin. 

I was so wrapped up in the home life I 
was building for Jim that I scarcely no- 
ticed anymore what was happening at 
work. Besides, there were the same things 
happening everyday. And every now and 
then somebody quit or somebody was 
hired. But I didn’t notice. 

I didn’t even notice Stella. Oh, perhaps 
at first I saw her. And I probably even 
agreed out loud with the others that she 
was very young and very pretty. It was 
only after she was moved from her job as 
a counter girl to cashier so fast that | 
really took notice. 

The girl who worked beside me, Norma. 
noticed it, too. Norma had worked there 
for years, and she seemed to notice every- 
thing. 

“Well, I could see that one coming up,” 
she said one day when someone had joked 
about Stella’s sudden success. 

“What do you mean, Norma?” I asked 
innocently. 

“Honey, anytime a girl who looks like 
that comes to work for Jim Simmons, you 
can bet she’s going places fast,” Norma 
said. 

I was surprised. “I—I don’t under- 
stand,” I mumbled, trying not to sound 
too concerned. After all, Jim kept an easy 
relationship with all the girls, and no one 
had ever suspected that he and I were 
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having an affair. Otherwise, Norma would 
never have told me the shocking things 
she did. 

“Listen,” Norma said, “don’t let Jim’s 
easy ways fool you. He can play it cool 
most of the time, but when a real good 
looker like Stella shows up, he goes whole 
hog. Course, usually they don’t stay too 
long. either. They start asking for too 
much, or they get in trouble and Jim has 
to spend money to get them fixed up.” 

I couldn’t keep quiet any longer. “I 
don’t believe Jim’s like that at all,” I 
flared. 

Norma apparently didn’t notice my per- 
sonal anger. 

“Honey, there’s nothing about Big Jim 
that I don’t know,” she said sarcastically, 
then added with a meaningful after- 
thought: “Nothing.” 

I stared dumbly at Norma. She was say- 
ing that Jim had affairs with every pretty 
girl who worked in the place. Less attrac- 
tive girls were handled more discreetly. 
Even Norma herself had been Jim’s girl 
at one time! 

I muttered something to Norma about 
not feeling well, then I dashed into the 
women’s dressing room, got out of my 
uniform, put on my clothes and went home 
without a word to Jim. I felt too terrible 
to face him. I wanted to run away; to 
hide forever. But that would not erase the 
sordidness of the nights we had spent to- 
gether, nor would it salve my wounded 
pride. There was only one thing to that. 
Jim Simmons was going to marry me! 

I waited for him to come by that eve- 
ning. He was furious, of course, over my 
walking out. “What on earth got into you, 
Lola?” he asked. “Are you sick?” 

I shook my head, and then got up 
enough courage to say what was on my 
mind. 

“Jim, I want to get married.” 

It caught him off guard. His face hard- 
ened. “Don’t start acting silly,” he said. 

“And what’s silly about it?” I screamed. 
“We’ve been acting like man and wife for 
weeks, haven’t we? I’ve given you every- 
thing that a wife could give you, includ- 
ing myself. Why shouldn’t I want a license 
on you?” 

I wanted to tell him too, that I knew 
about all the other women. But a coldness 
came into his eyes, freezing me _ into 
silence. 

“Lola,” he said calmly, “I already have 
a wife.” 

Those words, spoken with a cold quiet- 
ness, thundered in my ears.” 

“You’re lying! You're lying!” I 
screamed at Jim, believing that the very 
violence of my voice was enough to make 
it not be so. 

“I’m not lying,” Jim said evenly. 

Everything that happened after that 
came in a haze; my futile arguments, 
Jim’s cold manner. I only remember his 
final words. 

“This little hayride is over, Lola. And 
you can pick up your pay tomorrow.” 

When Jim finished with a girl, she was 





Men 4vé Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 








If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 
with shining billows of 
long, lustrous hair you've 

always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 

our generous no risk offer 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 


SS SSS SS SS SSS SSS Sees Hy 


RAVEEN Dept. T-2 
1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 





Ne 


TO 


3 “| 


Money back guarantee 





5/1 


Please send me RAVEEN at once on your gucronteed no 














2 Try RAVEEN according to direc- risk offer. 

S tions. If not completely satisfied, re- al (C0! enclose $1.20 CE Send C.0.0. plus postage 

= turn unused portion of jar and full = - 

z purchase price will be immediately 3 nn 

ie. refunded. S Address 

KS City State. 

ELV Bv/ BV BV BV BV BY BVDV AVA 000 | | 











8l 














ALL OVER 
GLAMOUR | PAGE BOY 


was 32% $995 Not'3% 





LOVABLE 
CHIGNON 


| MONEY GIRL | COVERS UP SHORT MalR ENDS 
weet BUNS | #225 unem- vary sus | 69 pevep 





hes eof 35 wos ig $395 wie 15 Not i92 $795 yors595" $395 


ORDER BY MAIL...STATE SHADE: BLACK—OFF BLACK—BROWN ... MIXED GREY 
| $2.50 Extra. Write your name and address and Name of Hair Style you wish to order. We 
| D. and you pay Postman amount of order plus postag 

| with order and Company pays Postage. State month of Birth to get Rika fres of extra charge. 
| 


MADAM JONES COMPANY, 2451 S. Michigan Ave., Dept. W-306, Chicago 16, Illinois 


will send C.O 





ALL OVERwith 


JON 
HA 


alee cone| was 
wwaaet) 3° 1195 0% 10% 
y0VEnARw" 
ALL OVER 
|| GLAMOUR 














TRUE LOVE 
PONEY TAIL 
Very Latest Style 


MAKES TOUR MAIR APPEAR 
TTACHES EASILY 





e charges or send Money 




















BRIDAL SET — Exquisite Combination 
ONE RING LOOKS LIKE TWO 


ENGAGEMENT AND WEDDING RING 


1/20 14K R.G.P. 1 ct. Simulated Diamonds 
SEND RING SIZE OR PIECE OF STRING 
LINCOLN SALES @ BOX 188 


Newark, New Jersey 


$3.95 


Dept. RG 











MAIL COUPON 


neat Georgi No Experience Needed— 

s {—¢— Not One Penny Required. 

29 mye Without putting in one 
i - KL 

<> : =| ZT training or experience. 

h mz PS SIRO Te 4 Here's your great chance 


$250.00 RIGHT NOW. 
Make MORE with VALMOR 
and Sweet Georgia Brown 
Cosmetics, Perfumes, 
Beauty Creams, Hair Prep- 
arations. BIG PRIZES— 
Jewelry, Watches, Radios, 
Blankets also given FREE. 
START NOW! Fill out the 


somes below for your 


SAMPLE EE Sales Outfit. Do that 
RIGHT Now before you forget. 


FREE OUTH/T COUPON 


i 
VALMOR PRODUCTS COMPANY 

i S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, I1!. Dept. $-108 

| r re wig one in my own business 

r i FREE Sales Outtit 


. 





penny—without special | 


to make up to $50.0® to | 





WIN ante MAGIC CARDS 


This special deck of playing cards with 
secret code on back of each card tells YOU 
what each card is when lying face down. 
Kasy directions explain code and how to 
do many kinds of “Magic” tricks. Use 
same deck for usual card kames, such as 
poker, bridge. etc. Only $2.98. Get a deck 
today. SEND NO MONEY. Send Name 
and Address. Pay postman on arrival only _ - post- 
age. Address HOLLISTE R-WHITE - 500-M 
3016 W. Van Buren St., Chicago 12, lilinots, 


SPARKLING 
8 x 10 
ENLARGEMENT 
only 49¢ 


Mail us any photo, snapshot or negative and receive, po 
paid, your enlargement on double-weighted paper, Origin: = 
returned unharmed. Nothing else to pay. If be an 
hand-coloring is og at add 50¢ for each sy C.O.1 
accepted on orde of 2 or more, plus C. pt dig 
Satisfaction Gua ranteed. 
UALITY VALUES, Studio 29-A 
S BEEKMAN STR YORK 38, N. Y. 





FREE! 


On orders of 2 
or more we will 
send you one 
sparkling wallet 
size print FREE. 














gas V7 COLORS GRAY HAIRBLACK 
if, 2 DRESSES HAIR IN PLACE 


AT ALL DRUG STORES 








finished for good. That was Jim’s way, 

There was nothing left after that. Ty 
me, New York was a big, cold town ful} 
of cold people. I didn’t have the courage 
to look for another job. After all, weren't 
all bosses probably the same? 

Despite everything that had happened, 
maybe I was lucky. At least, I hadn't 
“eotten into trouble’—no babies. 

The sound of the train that was taking 
me home sounded very different than the 
one that brought me to New York. This 
new sound was a pleading sound; plead. 
ing for Dad and Uncle Edward and Aunt 
Martha and Tom Harris and Joe Brooks 
to take me back. Maybe their love was 
different, but it was real. Before I left 
home, I felt I deserved something better, 
Now, after the sordid affair with Jim, | 
didn’t deserve the devotion of friends | 
had scorned. Too good to marry Joe or 
Tom? Just let one of them ask me. 


THE END 





On The Records 


(Continued from Page 15) 


ing. He learned to sing calypso from the 
greatest calypso artist of them all—Sir 
Lancelot, the Bing Crosby of Trinidad. 
Lancelot has high regard for Wilson, once 
said that the young man is the only calypso 
singer not from the Indies who sings the 
true calypso rhythm with the right accent. 

“When Sir Lancelot paid me that com- 
pliment,” Wilson recalls, “I felt very, very 
proud.” 

As a folk singer, Wilson is a promising 
newcomer who seems to be primed for a 
quick move into the fast company of per- 
formers in his field like Harry Belafonte, 
Josh White and Burl Ives. Whenever he 
makes his bid, he will have two significant 
factors in his favor: he actually loves to 
sing and has a style all his own. 

Wilson has stated that he wants to make 
it in show business as Wilson, not as an 
imitation of somebody else. He declares: 
“If | become a star, I want people to say 
that I made it without stealing material 
from other performers. It may be the 
hardest way to the top but that’s the way 
[ want it. I'd be unhappy otherwise.” 

West Coast critics think Stan is the most 
romantic singer to hit the U. S. in many 
years and they feel that it is just a matter 
of time before he becomes a national fa- 
vorite. 

Born in Oakland, Wilson got his first 

break in show business right in his home 
area. His initial engagements were booked 
across the Bay in two San _ Francisco 
niteries, the Blackhawk and the Hungri-i. 
At the latter club, a quaint, unconvention- 
al-type spot, he garnered important recog- 
nition for the first time less than two years 
ago. 
Wilson did research into his craft and 
perfected his style at the University of 
California at Berkeley as a GI student after 
World War II. 
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